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EDITORIAL INTRODUCTION. [ 

In the days when ♦* merrie England" was a term of meaning, 
and apdy illustrated the festive spirit common among the people 
at their periodical sports and festivals, which they indulged in 
with a heartiness and a zest unknown to us modem utilitarians* 
Shakspeare flourished and was the delight of his age. Many of 
his plays were written to meet the wishes, or to foster the tastes, 
of his audiences^ for he was a Player as well as Author, and 
possessed that knowledge of the predilections of the public which 
the profesrional artist or dramatist has, or should have, to render 
him a successfal caterer of public amusement. 

To this discriminative knowledge of our great poet, we per- 
haps owe the delightful Comedy of " Twelfth Night." The 
closing of the great festival of Christmas, was, as it were, the 
climax of Ae revelries which, in the olden time, marked the 
twelve days appropriated for keeping this, the most joyous of the 
high festivals of the Christian Church. Is the period antece- 
dent to the foundation of the English National Drama, " The 
Mysteries and Moralities,** with all their accessories of barbarous, 
but quaint and expressive imagery, were the delight alike of the 
learned, the noble, and the commons of the land. To these rude 
foreshadowings of the regular drama, succeeded pageants, 
masques, and aUegorical devices, all imbued with a high irna* 
ginative spirit, that endeared them to the tastes and feelings of 
the multitude. Shakspeare, whose fertile genius led him into 
the regions of fancy and imagination, there to revel and create a 
world of his own, presents us in this delightful comedy, a com- 
plete epitome of all that rendered the revelry of *• Christmas 
tide" so delightful to the populace ; — and,' to add to the charm« 
and, as it were, as a fitting prologue to his merry tale, he 
•designates his labours by the expressive tide of *' Twelfth Night, 
or. What you Will." 

And truly has he performed his task-^for, in the exquisite eom- 
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bioation of joyons, laugh-creating personageSt with the delicate 
fancies and poetical beauty of his sentimental characters, he haa 
concentrated into one frame all the pictures which are dispersed 
through the antic pageants and grotesque masques then in vogue, 
enriching all with the glowing colours of his own exhaustless 
fancy, and his truthful analysis of nature. 

And yet, Twelfth Night is rather a picture of the poetry of 
life, than a faithful transcript of natural realities. "We are will- 
ing to subscribe to the opinions of a cotemporary, and say : — 

•< It cannot, indeed, be said that the characters of this piece are not 
drawn from nature, — ^for when was Shakspeare unnatorai 7 but it may 
be affirmed that it ii nature as exhibited in vision. The lore, the 
foUy, the passion, the humour, all are fancy, all are the results of the 
highest poetical imagination. Nothing is shown as it really is, but as 
a youthral mind womd picture it to be in the days of inexperience.** 

Such, perhaps, is the true character of this exquisite comedy. 
It is, perhaps, no ''just picture of life:" we may object to the 
improbabilities surrounding Viola ; but who does not feel that she 
is the impersonation of a poetical ideal in woman? The fatuity 
of Sir Andrew Ague-Cheek may be overcharged ; but his proto- 
type, in a modified form, may be found in the phases of the hu- 
man heart. The moral and comic efiect of Malvolio's character 
is overwrought ; and yet how true to nature is the ludicrous con 
ceit and dominant vanity of this richly-drawn character. Sii , 
Jhhy Belch is the jolly roysterer of the Elizabethan period — and 
the down is the Vice of the ancient morality, the Jester, or Fool 
of the age, common and familiar to every spectator of those times. 
The Duke, Olivia^ and Sehastianj are poetical creations, endow- 
ed with aU the richness c^ the poet's teeming fancy ; and Maria 
18 die queen of watting maids, the modd of a class. 

Commentators have been puzzled to assign the precise origin 
and date of this play. It was formerly the opinion, that it was 
among the latest, if not the last, of Shakspeare's productions ; 
but the indefatigable research of Mr. Collier has settle.d the 
latter, question. This vigilant Shaksperian critic has found in 
the British Museum, the Diary of one Manningham, a Barrister, 
who was an eye-witness to the representation of Twelfth Nigha 
on the celebration of the Readers' Feast, at the Middle Temple, 
OB February 2, 1602. The mcfmorandum runs as follows : 
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«' Feb'y 2, 1601 (2.)— -At our feast we had a play called * Twelve 
" night, or What You Will,' much like the comedy of errors, or M«- 
** nechmi of Plauiu8, but most like and neere to tliat in Italian, called 



We learn from this curious relic, that Shakspeare was sup- 
posed to have availed himself of an Italian drama founded on a 
novel of Banddlo, It was the common practice of our great 
^ bard to borrow the plots on which he constructed his magnificent 
productions. But in his hands, these rude materials, like the 
unhewn block submitted to the chisel of the master-hand of the 
artist, became, by his skill and magic, instinct with life-like crea- 
tions, losing almost entirely any traces of their original identity. 
This Comedy still retains its place upon the stage, its varied 
character and poetic beauties rendering it one of the most effec- 
tive of our poet's comic productions. Its last revival at the 
Park was peculiarly successful. Who can forget the Viola of 
Mrs. Kean, that exquisite embodiment of a faultless creation 1 
The Malvolio^ too, of Mr. Bass, deserves a place in the remem- 
brance of every lover of the acted drama ; nor should we omit 
the rich fooling of Mr. Barrett, in Sir Andrew Ague-CheeJc. — 
Poor John Fisher's Sir Toby Belch was among the last of his 
performances, and, bating the absence of physical weight, it was 
an inimitable portraiture of the reckless, boisterous old debauchee. 
iMr. George Andrews completed this admirable cast, by giving 
!^eat effect to the character of the Clown^ and Mr. Charles Kean 
irendered the part of Orsino prominent by his scholar-like appre- 
eiadon and beautiful delivery of the poetry ; while Olivia has 
seldom had a more lovely or lady-like representative, than was 
found in the person of Mrs. Abbot. • H. 
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8 TWBLFTH NIGHT. [ACT L 

Vto. Orsino !— I have heard my father name him : 
He was a bachelor then. 

Rob. And bo is now, 
Or was so very late : for but a month 
Ago I went from hence ; and then 'twas fresh 
In murmur, as, you know, what great- ones do 
The less will praUle of, that he did seek 
The love of fair Olivia, 

Vio. What is she ] 

Rob. A virtuous maid, the daughter of a count 
That died some twelvemonth since ; then leaving her 
In the protection of his son, her brother, 
Who shortly also died : for whose dear love, 
They say, she hath abjured the company * 

And sight of men. 

Vio. Oh, that I served that lady ! 
And might not be delivered to the world, • 
Till I had made mine own occasion mellow 
What my estate is 1 

Rob. That were hard to compass ; 
Because she will admit no kind of suit, 
No, not the duke's. i 

Vio. There is a fair behaviour in thee, captain, 
And, I believe, thou hast a mind that suits 
With this thy fair and outward character. 
I pray thee, and Til pay thee bounteously. 
Conceal me what I am ; and be my aid 
For such disguise as, haply, shall become , 

The form of my intent. I'll serve this duke ; 
Thou shalt present me as a page unto him. 
Of gentle breeding, and my name Cesario : — 
That trunk, the reliques of my sea-drowned brother, 
Will furnish man's apparel to my need : — 
It may be worth thy pains ; for I can sing. 
And speak to him in many sorts of music. 
That will allow me very worth his service. 
What else may hap, to time I will commit ; 
OnW shape thou thy silence to my wit. 

Kob. Be you his page, and I your mute will be ; 
When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not see ! 

Vio. I thank thee : — Lead me on. [Exeunt, a. 
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Scene II,— ^ Room in Duke Ornno^s Palace. 

The DuKEy seatedy attefided by Curio avtd GeHtUmett^ du^ 
covered. — Music. 

Duke. If music be the food of love, play on. 
Give me excess of it ; that, surfeiting, 
The appetite may sicken, and so die. — [Music. 

That strain again ; — ^it had a dying fall : 
Oh, it came o'er my ear like the sweet south. 
That breathes ujj^on a bank of violets, [Music. 

'Stealing, and giving odours. — 

Enough ; no more ; [Bises. 

Tis not so sweet now as it was befixre. 

Cur. "Will you go hunt, my lord ? 

Duke. What, Curio? 

Cur. The hart. 

Duke. Why, so I do, the noblest that I have : 
Oh, when mine eyes did see Olivia first, 
Methought she purged the air of pestilence ; 
That instant was I turned into a hart ; ' 

And my desires, like fell and cruel hounds, 
E'ier since pursue me. 

Enter Valentine, l. 

How now 1 what news from my Olivia % — speak. 

Val. So please my lord, I might not be admitted, 
But from her handmaid do return this answer : 
The element itself, till seven years' heat, 
Shall not behold her face at ample view ; 
But, like a cloistress, she will veiled walk, 
And water once a day her chamber round 
With eye-offending brine : all this, to season 
A brother's dead love, which she would keep fiesh. 
And lasting, in her sad remembrance. 

Duke. Oh, she that hath a heart of that fine frame. 
To pay this debt of love but to a brother, 
How will she love, when the rich golden shaft 
Hath killed the flock of all affections else 
That live in her ! 

Away before me to sweet beds of flowers ; 
Love-thoughts lie rich, when canopied with bowers. 

[Exeuntf e. 
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Scene III. — A Room in Olivia^s House. 
Enter Maria and Sir Tobt Belch, r. 

Sir To. What a plague means my niece, to take the 
deaUi of her brother thus } I am sure, care's an enemy 
to life. 

Mar, By my troth, Sir Toby, you must come in earlier 
o'nights ; your niece, my lady, Hakes great exceptions to 
your ill hours. ^ 

Sir To. Why, let her except before excepted. 

Mar. Ay, but you must confine yourself within the 
modest limits of order. 

Sir To, Confine? 1*11 confine myself no finer than 1 
tim : these clothes are good enough to drink in^ and so be 
these boots too ; an they be not, let them hang them- 
selves in their own straps. 

. Mar, That quaffing and drinking will undo you: I 
heard my lady talk of it yesterday ; and of a foolish knight, 
that you have brought in here to be her wooer. 

Sir To, Who 1 Sii' Andi'ew Ague-cheek 1 

Mar, Ay, he. 

Sir To. He's as tall a man as any's in Illyria. 

Mar. What's that to the purpose ? 

Sir To, Why, he has three diousand ducats a year. 
w Mar. Ay, but he'll have but a year in all these ducats ; 
he's a very fool, and a prodigal. 

Sir To. Fie, that you'll say so ! he plays o'the viol-de- 
gambo, and hath all the good gifts of nature. 

Mar. He hath, indeed, all most natural : for, besides 
that he's a fool, he's a great quarreller ; and, but that he 
hath the gift of a coward to allay the gust he hath in quar- 
relling, 'tis thought among the prudent, he would quickly 
have the gift of a grave. 

Sir To. By this hand, they are scoundrels and sub- 
stitictors that say so of him. Who are they 1 

Mar. They add, moi%over, that he's dnink nightly in 
your company. 

Sir To. With diinking healths to my niece ! I'll drink 
to her, as long as there is a passage in my throat, and 
drink in Illyria ! he's a coward and a coystril, that will 
not drink to my niece, till his brains turn o'the toe like jol 
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parish top ! — See, here comes Sir Andrew Ague*face. 

i Crosses to c. 
ownow! Sir 
Toby BelclT ! 

Sir To. Sweet Sir Andrew ! 

EfUer Sir Andrew, l. 

Sir An. Bless you, fair shrew. 

Mar. And you, too, sir. 

Sir To, Accost, Sir Andrew, accost ! 

Sir An. What's that ? 

Sir To. My niece's chambermaid. 

Sir An. [Crosses to c] Grood Mistress Accost, I desire 
better acquaintance. 

Mar. My name is Mary, sir. 

Sir An. Good Mistress Mary Accost— 

Sir To. You mistake, knight : accost is, front her, board 
her, woo her, assail her. 

Sir An. By my troth, I would not undertake her in 
this company. Is that the meaning of accost ? 

Mar. Fare you well, gentlemen. [Crosses to l. 

Sir Tfl. An thou let pait so, Sir Andrew, 'would thou 
might'st never di-aw ewoixi again. 

Sir An. An you part so, mistress, I would I might ne- 
ver draw sword again. Fair lady, do you think you hare 
fools in band 1 

Mar. Sir, I have not you by the hand. 

Sir Aiu Marry, but you shall have; and here'd my 
hand. 

Mar. [Takes his hand.] Now, sir, thought is free: I 
pray you bring your hand to the buttery-bar, and let it 
drink. 

Sir An. Wherefore, sweetheart ? what's your meta- 
phor] 

Mar. It's dry, sir. 

Sir An' Why, I think so ; I am not such an asB, but I 
can keep my hand dry. But what's your jest 1 

Mar. A dry jest, sir. 

Sir An. Are you full of them 1 

Mar. Ay, sir; I have them at my finger's ends ; mar- 
ry, [Lets go his Juind,] now I let go your hand, I am bar- 
i-en. [Sxit, L« 
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Sir To. Oh, knight, thou lack'st a cup of canary : when 
did I see thee so- put down 1 

Sir An. Never in your life, I think ; unless you see 
canary put me down : methinks, sometimes 1 have no 
more wit than a Christian, or an ordinary man has : but 
I am a great eater of beef and, I believe, that does harm 
to my wit. 

Sir To, No question. 

Sir An. An I thought that, I'd forswear it. I'll ride 
home to-morrow. Sir Toby. 

Sir To. Pourquoy, my dear knight ? 

Sir An. What is pourquoy ? do, or not do 1 I would 1 
had bestowed that time in the tongues, that I have in fenc- 
ing, dancing, and bear-baiting : oh, had I but followed* the 
arts! 

Sir To. Then hadst thou had an excellent head of hair. 

Sir An. "Why, would that have mended my hair ? 

Sir To. Past question ; for, thou seest, it will not curl 
by nature. 

Sir An. But it becomes me well enough, does't not ? 

Sir To. Excellent : it hangs like flax on a distaff; and 
I hope to see a housewife take thee between her legs, and 
spin it off. 

Sir An. 'Faith, I'll home to-morrow. Sir Toby : your 
niece will not be seen ; or, if she be, it's four to one she'll 
none of me : the duke himself, here hard by, woos her. 

Sir To. She'll none o'the duke ; she'll not match above 
her degree, neither in estate, years, nor wit ; I have heard 
her swear it. Tut, there's life in't, man. 

Sir An. VU stay a month longer. I am a fellow o'the 
strangest mind i'the world; I delight in masques and re* 
vels sometimes altogether. 

Sir To. Art thou good at these kicknshaws, knight 1 

Sir An. As any man in Illyria, whatsoever he be under 
the degree of my betters ; and yet I'll not compare with 
an old man. 

Sir To. What is thy excellence in a galliard, knight I 

Sir An. 'Faith, I can cut a caper. 

Sir To. And I can cut the mutton to't. 
^ Sir An. And, I think, I have the back-trick simply as 
strong as any man in lUyna. 

Sir To. Wherefore are these things hid? whei*efore 
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have these gifts a curtain before them ? why dost thou not 
go to church in a galliard, and come home in a coranto 1 
My very walk should be a jig. What dost thou mean ? 
w It a world to hide virtues in ?— I did think, by the ex- 
cellent constitution of thy leg, it was formed under the 
Btarof a galliard. 

Sir An. Ay, 'tis strong, and it does indifferent well in 
a flame-coloured stock. Shall we set about some revels ? 

Sir To. What should we do else 1 were we not bom 
under Taurus? 

Sir An. Taurus 1 that's sides and heart. 

Sir To. No, sir; it is legs and thighs. Let me see 
thee caper. — Hal higher—ha! ha! — excellent! 

[Exeuntf r. 

Scene IV. — A Room in Duke Orsino's Palace. 
Enter Valentine, and Viola in man's attire, l. 

Vol, If the duke continue these favours towards you, 
Cesario, you are like to be much advanced. 

Vio. You either fear his humour, or my negligence, 
that you call in question the continuance of his love. Is 
he inconstant, sir, in his favours ] 

Vol. No, believe me. 

Vio. I thank you. Here comes the duke. 

Enter Duke, Curio, and Gentlemen, R. 

Duke. Who saw Cesario, ho ? 

Vio. On your attendance, my lord ; here. "^ 

Duke. Stand you awhile aloof — Cesario, 
Thou Jcnowest no less but all ; I have unclasped 
To thee the book even of my secret soul : 
Thei-efore, good youth, address thy gait unto her ; 
Be not denied access, stand at her doors, 
And tell them, there thy fixed foot shall grow. 
Till thou have audience. 

Vio. Sure, my noble lord. 
If she be so abandoned to her sorrow 
Ab it 18 spoke, she never will admit me. 

Duke. Be clamorous, and leap all civil bounds. 
Rather than make unprofited return. 

Vio. Say I do speak with her, my lord ; what then t 
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Duke. Oh, then unfold the passion of my love. 
Surprise her with discourse of my dear feith : 
It shall become thee well to act my woes ; 
She will attend it better in thy youth, 
Than in a nuncio of more grave aspect. 

Vio, I think not so, my lord. 

Duke. Dear lad, believe it ; 
For they shall yet belie thy happy years, 
That say, thou art a man : Diana's lip 
Is not more smooth and inibious ; thy small pipe 
Is as the maiden's organ, shrill and sound : 
I know, thy constellation is right apt 
For this affair :— go ;— -prosper well in this, 
And thou shalt live as freely as thy lord. 
To call his fortunes thine. 

[Exeunt Duke, Curio, Vol., and Gentlemen, b. 

Vio. I'll do my best. 
To woo his lady : yet — ^a barful strife ! — 
Whoe'er I woo, myself would be his wife. [Exit, l. 

Scene V. — A Room in Olivia's Hou$e. 
Enter Clown and Maria, b. 

Mar. Nay, either tell me where thou hast been, er I 
will not open my lips so wide as a bristle may enter, in 
way of thy excuse : my lady will hang thee for thy ab- 
sence. 

Clown. Let her hang me ! he that is well hanged in 
this world, needs to fear no colours. 

Mar. Make that good. 

Clown. He shall see none to fear. 

Mar, A good lenten answer : yet you will be hanged, 
for being so long absent : or, to be turned away ; is not 
that as good as a hanging to you ? 

Cloton. Many a good hanging prevents a bad marriage; 
and, for turning away, let summer bear it out. 

Mar, Here comes my lady : make your excuse wisely, 
you were best. [Exit, l. 

Cloton, Wit, an't be thy will, put me into ^ood fool- 
ing ! Those wits, that think they have thee, do very oft 
prove fools ; and I, that am sure I lack thee, may pass for 
a wise man : for what says Quinapalus 1 Better a witty 
fool, than a foolish wit. 
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Enter Olivia, Malyolio, and two Servants, r. 

Bless thee, lady. 

OH. Take the fool away. 

Cloicn. Do you not hear, fellows ? Take away the lady. 

Oli, Go to, you're a dry fbol ,• I'll no more of you : be- 
sides, you grow dishonest. 

Clown. Two faults, madonna, that dri^k and good coun- 
sel win amend : for, give the dry fool drink, then is the 
focfl not dry ; bid the dishonest man mend himself; if he 
mend, he is no longer dishonest; if he cannot, let the 
botcher mend him. The lady bade take away the fool ; 
thorefbre, I say again, take her away. 

Oli. Sir, I bade them take away you. 

Cloum. Misprision in the highest degree ! — Lady, Cu- 
cuUtu non fadt numachum ; that's as much as to say, I 
wear not motley in my brain. Good madonna, give me 
leave to prove you a fool. 

Oli. Can you do it ? 

Clown. Dexterously, good madonna. 

Oli. Make your proof 

Cloum. I must catechize you for it, madonna : good my 
mouse of virtue, answer me. 

Oli. Well, sir, for want of other^idleness, I'll bide your 
proo£ 

Clovm, Good madonna, why moum'st thou ? 

Oli. Good fool, for my brother's death. 

Clown. I think his soul is in hell, madonna. 

Oli. I know his soul is in heaven, fooL 

Clown. The more fool you, madonna, to mourn for your 
brother's soul being in heaven. Take away the fbol, gen- 
tlemen. 

Oli. What think you of this fbol, MalvoHo ? doth he 
not mend ] 

Mdl. Yes ; and shall do, till the pangs of death shake 
him : infirmity, that decays the wise, doth ever make the 
better fooL 

Clown. Heaven send you, sir, a speedy infirmity, for 
the better increasing your folly ! Sir Toby wiU be sworn 
that I am no fox ; but he will not pass his word for two- 
pence, that you are no fool. 

Oli. How say you to that, Malvolio ? 

Mai. I marvel your ladyship takes delight in such a 
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barren rascal ; I saw him put down the other day with 
an ordinary fool, that has no more brain than a stone.— 
Look you, now, he's out of his guard already : unless you 
laugh and minister occasion to him, he is gagged. I pro- 
test, I take these wise men, that crow so at these set kind 
of fools, no better than the fools' zanies. 

OIL Oh, you are sick of self-love, MalTolio, and taste 
with a distempered appetite. To be generous, ^iltless, 
and of free disposition, is to take those things for bird- 
bolts, that you deem cannon-bullets. There is no slander 
in an allowed fbol, though he do nothing but rail ; nor no 
railing in a known discreet man, though he do nothing but 
reprove. 

Cloton. Now Mercui-y endue thee with leasing, for thou 
speak'st well of fools ! 

Enter Maria, l. 

Mar. Madam, there is at the gate a young gentleman, 
much desires to speak with you. 

Oil. From the duke Orsino, is it ? 

Mar, I know not, madam. 
- OIL Who of my people hold him in delay ? 

Mar. Sir Toby, madam, your kinsman. 

OIL Fetch him off, I pray you ; he speaks nothing but 
madman ; fie on him ! [Exit Maria, l.] Go you, Malvolio : 
— if it be a suit from the Duke, I am sick, or not at home ; 
what you ^will, to dismiss it. [Exeunt Malvolio and two 
Servants, l.] — ^Now you see, sir, how your foohng grows 
old, and people dislike it. 

Clotan. Thou hast spoke for us, madonna, as if thy el- 
dest son should be a fool. 

Sir To. [ Without, l.] Where is she ? where is she t 

CUnon. Whose skull Jove cram with brains ! for hero 
he comes, one of thy kin, has a most weak pia mater. 

Enter Sir Toby, l. 

OIL By mine honour, half drank ! What is he at the 
gate, uncle ? 

Sir To. A gentleman. [Crosses to R. 

OIL A gentleman 1 What gentleman ? 
Sir To. 'Tis a gentleman here. How now, sot ? 
Clown. Good Sir Toby — 
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Oli, Uncle, uncle, bow have you come so early by tbis 
lethargy 1 

Sir To, Lechery ! I defy lechery. There's one at the 
gate. 

Oli. Ay, many : what is he ! 

Sir To. Let him be the devil, an he will, I care not : 
give me faith, say I. Well, it's all one. A plague o'these 
pickle-herrings. [Exit, R. 

Oli. What's a drunken man like, fool ? 

Clown. Like a drowned man, a fool, and a madman ; one 
draught above heat makes him a fool, th^ second mads 
him, and a third drowns him. 

Oli. Go thou and seek the coroner, and let him sit o' 
my uncle : for he's in the third degree of drink, he's 
drowned : go, look after him. 

Clown. He is but mad yet, madonna ; and the fool shaU 
look to the madman. [Eontf r. 

Enter Malvolio, l. 

Mai. Madam, yond young fellow swears he will speak 
with you. I told him you were sick ; he takes on him to 
understand so much, and therefore comes to speak with 
you. I told him you were asleep ; he seems to have a 
fore-knowledge of that, too, and therefore comes to speak 
with you. what is to be said to him, lady ? he's fortified 
against any denial. 

Oli. Tell him he shall not speak with me, 

Mai. He has been told so ; and he says he'll stand at 
your door like a sheriff's post, and be the supporter of a 
bench, but he'll speak with you. 

Oli. What kind of man is he 1 

Mai. Why, of man kind. 

Oli. What manner of man ? 

Mai. Of very ill manner ; he'll speak with you, will 
you, or no. 

Oli. Of what personage, and years, is he ? 

Mai. Not yet old enough for a man, nor young enough 
^r a boy ; as a squash is before 'tis a peascod, or a cod- 
ling when 'tis almost an apple : it is with him e'en stand- 
ing water, between boy and man. He is very well fa- 
voured, and he speaks very shrewishly ; one would think 
his mother's milk were scarce out of him. 
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OH. Let him approach : call in my gende^oman. 
MaL Grentlewoman, my lady calls. [Exit, i. 

Enter Maria, l. 

Oli. Give me my veiL [Exit Maria, a. 

What means his message to me ? 
I have denied his access o'er and o'er : 
Then what means this 1 

Enter Maria, with a veil, r. 

Come, throw it o'er my face ; 

We'll once more hear Orsino's embassy. 

Enter Viola, l. 

Vto. The honourable lady of the house, which is she ? 

Oli. Speak to me, I shall answer for her : — ^your will ? 

Via, Most radiant, exquisite, and unmatchable beauty, 
I pray you, tell me, if this be the lady of the house, mr 
I never saw her : I would be loth to cast away my speech ; 
for, besides that it is excellently well penned, I have ta- 
ken great pains to con it. 

OIL Whence came you, sir 1 

Vio. I can say Httle more than I have studied, and that 
question's out of my part. Good gentle one, give me 
modest assurance if you be the lady of the house. 

Oli. If I do not usurp myself I am. 

Vio. Most certain, iTyou are she, you do usurp your- 
self; for what is yours to bestow, is not yours to reserve. 

Oli. I heard you were saucy at my gates ; and allowed 
your approach, rather to wonder at you than to hear you. 
If you be not mad, begone ; if you have reason, be brief : 
'tis not that time of moon with me, to make one in so 
skipping a dialogue. What are you 1 What would you ? 

via. What I am, and what I would, are to your ears, 
divinity ; to any other's profanation. 

Oli. Give us the place alone : we will hear this divini- 
ty. [Exit Maria, l.T Now, sir, what is thy text ? 

vio. Most sweet lady — 

Oli. A comfortable doctrine, and much may be said of 
It Where lies your text ? 

Vio. In Orsino's bosom. 

Oli. In his boJ9om1 In what chapter of his bosom t 
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Vio, To answer by the method, in the first of his heait. 

OIL Oh, I have read it ; it is heresy. Have you no 
more to say ? 

Vio, Good madam, let me see your face. 

on. Have you any commission fh>m your lord to ne- 
gotiate with my face 1 You are now out of your text j 
but we will draw the curtain, and show you the picture. 
Look you, sir, such a one as I, does this present. 

[ Unveiling. 

JVto, 'Tis beauty truly blent, whose red and white 
Nature's own sweet and cunning hand laid on; 
Lady, you are the cnierst she alive. 
If you will lead these graces to the grave, 
And leave the world no copy. 

OH, Oh, sir, I will not be so hard-hearted. 

Vio. My lord and master loves you ; oh, such love 
Could be but recompensed, though you were crowned 
The nonpareil of beauty ! 

Oli, How does he love me 1 

Vio. With adorations, with fertile tears, 
With groans that thunder love, with sighs of fire. 

OIL Your lord does know my mind ; I cannot love him : 
He might have took his answer long ago. 

Vio. If I did love you in my master's flame. 
With such a suffering, such a deadly life. 
In your denial I would find no sense, 
I would not understand it. 

Oli. Why, what would you 1 

Vio, Make me a willow cabin at your gate. 
And call upon my soul within the house ; 
Write loyal cantons of contemned love, 
And sing them loud even in the dead of night ; 
Holla your name to the reverberate hills. 
And make the babbling gossip of the air 
Cry out, Olivia ! Oh, you should not rest 
Between the elements of air and earth. 
But you should pity me. 

OIL You might do much : — ^what is your parentage ? 

Vio, Above my fi>rtune8, yet my state is weU : 
1 am a gentleman. 

OIL Get you to your lord; 
I cannot love him : let him send no i 
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Unless, perchance, you come to me again. 
To tell me how he takes it. Fare you weD ; 
I thank you for your pains^ — spend this for me. 

Vto. I am no fee'd post, lady ; keep your puree ; 
My master, not myself, lacks recompense. 
Love make his heart of flint, that you shall love ; 
And let your fervour, like my master's, be 
Placed in contempt ! Farevirell, fair cruelty; [Exit, l. 

Oil. What is your parentage ? 
•Above my fortunes, yet my state is well : 
I am a gentleman.'— I'll be sworn thou art; 
Thy tongue, thy face, thy Umbs, actions, and spirit, 
l^o give thee five-fold blazon :— Not too fast :— soft ! soft I 
Unless the master were the man. How now 1 
Even so quickly may one catch the plague: 
Methmks, I feel this youth's perfections, 
With an invisible and subtle stealth, 
To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it be.— 
What ho, Malvolio !— 

Enter Malvolio, l. 
Mai, Here, madam, at your service, 
C>/e. Run afler that same peevish messenger, 
Orsmo 8 man : he lefl this ring behind him : 
Would I, or not ; tell him, I'll none of it. 
JDesire him not to flatter with his lord. 
Nor hold him up with hopes ; I am not for him : 
If that the youth will come this way to-monw, 
«f 7 hun reasons for't. Hie thee, Malvolio. 
Mai. Madam, I will. r^^ ^ 

OIL I do I know not what; and fear to find 
Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind. 
;bate, show thy force ; ourselves we do not owe : 
What IS decreed, must be ; and be this so ! [Exit, b. 

Scene VL— ^ Street before Olivia's House, 
Enter Viola, and MAhvoi^io following, l. u. e. 

Mai. Sir 8ir--young gentleman— were not you even 
now with the Countess OUvia ? ^ " 

Vio. Even now, sir. 
Mai. She returns this ring to you, sir ; you might have 
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saved me my pains, to have taken it away yourself. She 
adds, moreover, that you should put your lord into a des- 
perate assurance she will none of him ; and one thinff 
nnZ: l^l' y^"«^^«^' ^ so Iiardy to come again in affairs, 
unless It be to report your lord's taking of this. Receive 

Via. She took the ring of me?— Ill none of it. 

Mai. Come sir, you peevishly threw it to her; and her 
will 18, It should be so returned. [Throws the ring on the 
ground] If It be worth stooping for, there it lies in your 
eye ; if not, be it his that finds it. [Exit, l. s e 

Vio. [Takes up the ring.] 1 left no ring with her*: vlrhat 
means this lady 1 
Fortune forbid, my outside have not chai-med her ! 
She made good view of me; indeed, so much, 
That, sure, methought her eyes had lost her tongue. 
For she did speak in starts distractedly. 
She loves me, sure ; the cunning of her passion 
Invites me in this churlish messenger. 
None of my lord's ring!— why, he sent her none. 
I am the man ; — if it be so, as 'tis. 
Poor lady ! she were better love a dream. 
What will becqpae of this 1 As I am man. 
My state is desperate for my master's love ; 
As I am woman — ^now, alas the day ! — 
What thriftless sighs shall poor Olivia breathe ! 
Oh, time, thou must untangle this, not I ; 
It is too hai'd a knot for me to untie. [Exit^ tu 

END OF ACT I. 



ACT II. 

Scene I. — A Seaport, 
Enter Sebastian and Antonio, l. 

Ant. Will you stay no longer ? nor will you not that I 
go with you ? 

Seb. By your patience, no : my stars shine darkly over 
me ; the malignancy of my fate might, perhaps, distemper 
yours ; therefore I shall crave of yon your leave, that I 
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may bear my evils alone : it were a bad recompense fbr 
your love, to lay any of them on you. 

Ant Pardon me, sir, your bad entertainment. 

Seb. Oh, good Antonio, pardon me your trouble. 

Ant, Let me know yet of you, whither you are bound. 

Seb, No, *sooth, sir ; my determinate voyage is mere 
extravagancy. But I perceive in you so excellent a touch 
of modesty, that you will not extort from me what I am 
willing to keep in ; therefore it charges me in manners 
the rather to express myself. You must know of me, 
then, Antonio, my name is Sebastian, which I called Ro- 
derigo ; my father was that Sebastian of Messaline, whom 
I know you have heard of: he left behind him, myself 
and a sister, both bom in an hour. If the heavens had 
been pleased, 'would we had so ended ! but yon, sir, al- 
tered that ; for, some hour before you took me £rom the 
breach of the sea, was my sister drowned. 

Ant. Alas, the day ! 

Seb, A lady, sir, though it was said she much resembled 
me, was yet of many accounted beautiful : but, though I 
could not ovei-far believe that, yet thus far 1 will bdldly 
publish her, she bore a mind that envy could not but call 
fair. [ Weeps, 

Ant, If you will not murder me for my love, let me be 
your servant. 

Seb, If you will not undo what you have done, that is, 
kill him whom you have I'ecovered, desire it not. Fare 
ye well at once : my bosom is fall of kindness ; and I am 
yet so near the mannei*s of my mother, that upon the least 
occasion more, mine eyes will tell tales of me. I am bound 
to the Duke Orsino's court : farewell. 

Ant. The gentleness of all the gods go with thee ! 

Seb. Fare ye well. [Exeunt, Antonio, l., Sebastian, tu 

Scene IL — A Dining-Room in Olivia^s House. 

Sir Toby and Sm Andrew discovered, drinking and 
smoking. 

Sir To. Come, Sir Andrew : not to be a-bed after mid- 
night, is to be up betimes; and dUuculo surgere, thoa 
know'st, — 

Sir An. Nay, by my troth, I know not: but I know, 
to be up late is to be up late. 
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Sir To. A false conclusion ; I bate it as an unfilled can : 
to be up after midnigbt, and to go to bed then, is early ; 
so that, to go to bed after midnight, is to go to bed be- 
times. Do not our lives consist of the four elements? 
^ Sir An. Taith, so they say; but I think it rather con- 
sists of eating^ and drinking. 

Sir To. Thou art a scholar; let us therefore eat and 
drink. — Maria, I say I — a stoup of wine ! 

[ 2%c dovrn singi without, l. — Sir Andrew and Sir 
Toby rise. 
Sir An. Here comes the fool, i'faith. 

Enter Clown, l. 

Clown, How now, my hearts t Did you never see the 
picture of we three ? 

Sir To. Welcome, ass. 

Sir An. I had rather than forty shillings I had such a 
leg and so sweet a voice to sing as the fool has. — In sooth, 
thou wast in very ^acious fooling last night, when thou 
■pokest Pigrogromitus, of the Vapians passing the equi- 
noctial of Quebus ; 'twas very good, i'faith. 1 sent thee 
sixpence for thy leman : had'st it } 

Ulown. I did impeticos thy gratilHly; for Malvolio's 
nose is no whipstock : my lady has a white hand, and the 
Myrmidons are no bottle ale-houses. 

Sir An. Excellent ! Why, this is the best fooling, when 
all is done. Now, a song. 

Sir To. Come on : shall we rouse the night-owl in a 
catch, that will draw three souls out of one weaver? 
shall we do that ? 

,Sir An. An you love me, let's do't: I am a dog at a 
catch. 

Clown. By'r lady, sir, and some do^ will catch welL 

Sir An. Begin, fool : it begins, — [jSw^«.] * Hold thy 
peace.' 

Clown. Hold my peace ! — ^I shall never begin, if I hold 
my peace. 

Sir An. Good, i'ftdth !— Gome, begin : — ^that, or some- 
thing el8e,-*or what you will. — [ They all three ting. 
' Christmas comes but once a year, 
And therefore we'll be merry.' 
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Enter Maria, l. 

Mar. What a caterwauling do you keep here ! If my 
lady have not called up her steward, Malvolio, and bid 
him turn you out of doors, never trust me. 

Sir To, My lady's a Cataian ; we are politicians. Mai- 
voho*s a Peg-a-Ramsay ; [Sings.}-^* And thi*ee merry men 
be we.' 

Sir An, [Sings,] * And three merry men be we.' 

Sir To, Am I not consanguineous ? am I not of her 
blood ? Tilly-valley, lady ! — [ Sings.] * There dwelt a man 
in Babylon, lady, lady !' 

Sir An, [Sings,] « Lady,'— 

Chtvn, Beshrew me, the knight's in admirable foolin?. 

Sir An, Ay, he does well enough, if he be disposed, 
and so do I too; he does it with a better grace, but I do 
it more natural. — [Sings,] * Lady,' — 

Sir To, Let us have another. 

[ They all three sing and dance. 
* Which is the properest day to drink ? 
Saturday, — Sunday, — Monday,' — 

Mar, For the love of heaven, peace ! 

Enter Malvolio, l., in a Gotvn and Cap, with a lAghL 

Mai, My masters, are you mad ? or what are you ? 

Sir An, [Sings,] * Monday,' — 

Mai, Have you no wit, manners, nor honesty, but to 
gabble like tinkers at this time of night? 

Sir To, [Sings.] ' Saturday,' 

Mai. Is there no respect of place, persons, nor time, in 
you? 

Sir To, We did keep time, sir, in our catches. Sneck 
up ! 

Mai, Sir Toby, I must be round with you. My lady 
bade me tell you, that, though she harbours you ad her 
kinsman, she's nothing allied to your disorders. If you 
can separate yourself and your misdemeanors, you are 
welcome to the house : if not, an it would pl&ase you to 
take leave of her, she is very veiling to bid you farewelL 

Sir To, [Sings,] * Farewell, dear heart, since I must 
needs be gone.' 

Mar. Nay, good Sir Toby. 
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Cloion. [Sings.] *His eyes do show his days are almost 
done.* 

Mai. Is't «ven so ? 

Sir To. [Sings.] * But I will never die.' 

[Falls on the floor » 

Clown. [Sings^ * Sir Toby, — O, Sir Toby, — there you 
lie.* 

Mai. This is much credit to you. [Cloton raises Sir T. 

Sir To. [Sings.] *You lie.* — Art any more than a 
steward 1 Dost thou think, because thou art viituous, 
there shall be no moi^ cakes and ale ? 

Cloton. Yes, by Saint Anne 1 and ginger shall be hot 
i*the mouth, too. 

Sir To. Thou'it i'the right. — Go, sir, rub your chain 
with crums : — A stoup of wine, Maria 1 

Mai. Mistress Mary, if you prized my lady's favour at 
anything more than contempt, you would not give means 
for this uncivil rule : she shall know of it, by this hand. 
[Exit Malvolio, l., followed by the Cloum, mocking 



Mar. Go shake your ears. 

Sir An. *Twere as good a deed as to drink when a 
DUtn's a-hungry, to challenge liim to the £eld ; and then 
to break promise with him, and make a fool of him. 

Sir To. Do't, knight ; I'll write thee a challenge : or 
I'll deliver thy indignation to him by word of mouth. 

Mar. Sweet Sir Toby, be patient for to-night; since the 
youth of the Duke's was to-day with my lady, she is much 
out of quiet. For Monsieur Malvolio, let me alone with 
nim : if I do not gull him into a nay word, and make him 
a common recreation, do not think I have wit enough tO 
lie straight in my bed : I know I can do it. 

Sir To. Possess us, possess us ; tell us something of 
him. 

Mar. Many, sir, sometimes he is a kind of Puritan. 

Sir An. O, if I thought that, I'd beat him like a dog. 

jS?> To. What, for being a Puritan ? thy exquisite rea- 
son, Aesx knight ? 

Sir An. 1 have no exquisite reason for't, but I have rea-, 
son good enough. 

Mar. The devil a Puritan that he is, or anything con- 
stantly, but a time-pleaser ; an affectioned ass ; so cram- 



26 TWELFtM NIGHT. fAcr 11. 

tned, as he thinks, with excellencies, that it is his ground 
of faith, that all that look on him, love him ; and on that 
vice in him will my revenge find notable cause to work. 
. Sir To. What wilt thou do 1 

Mar. I will drop in his way some obscure epistles of 
love ; wherein, by the colour of his beard, the shape of 
his leg, the manner of his gait, the expressure of his eye, 
he shall find himself most feelingly personated. I can 
write very like my lady, your niece : on a forgotten mat- 
ter, we can hardly make distinction of our hands. 

Sir To. Excellent ! I smell a device. 

Sir An, I have't in my nose, too. 

Sir To. He shall think, by the letters that thou wilt 
drop, that they come from my niece, and that ahe is in 
love with him ? 

Sir An. O, 'tvnll be admirable I 

Mar. Spoit royal, I wairant you. I will plant you two, 
and let Fabian make a third, where he shall find the let- 
ter ; observe his construction of it. For this night to-bed, 
and dream on the event. — FarewelL [Exit, l. 

Sir To. Good night, Penthesilea. 

Sir An. Before me, she's a good wench. 

Sir To. She's a beagle, true bred, and one that adorea 
me ; what o'that ? , 

Sir An. I was adored once, too. 

Sir To. Let's to bed, knight. — Thou hast need send 
for more money. 

Sir An. If I cannot recover your niece, I am a foul 
way out. 

Sir To, Send for money, knight ; if thou hast her not 
fthe end, call me Cut, 

Sir An. If I do not, never trust me, take it how you 
wOl. ^ 

Sir To. Come, come ; I'll go burn some sack, 'tis too 
late to go to bed now. 

Sir An. I'll call you Cut. 

Sir To. Cbme, knight ; — come, knight. 

Sir An. I'll call you Cut. [Exeunt, wu 

Scene III.— ^ Hall in Duke Orsino's Palace. 
Enter Duke and Viola, r. 
Duke. Come hither, boy : — if ever thou sluilt love. 
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In the sweet pangs of it, remember me : 
For, such as I am, all true lovers are.— 
My life upont, young though thou art, thine eye 
Hath stayed upon some favour that it loves ; 
Hath it not, boy ? 

Vio, A little, by your favour, 

Duke. What kind of v7oman is't ? 

K*^. Of your complexion. 

Duke, She is not worth thee, then. What years, i* 
faith 1 

Vio, About your years, my lord. 

^Duke. Too old, by heaven !— Once more> Cesario, 
Get thee to yon same sovei^ign cruelty ; 
Tell her, my love, more noble than the world, 
Prizes not quantity of dirty lands j 
The parts that fbrtune hath bestowed upon her, 
Tell her, I hold giddily as fortune ; 
But 'tis that miracle, and queen of gems, 
That nature pranks her in, attracts my souL 

Vio, But, if she cannot love you, sir? 

Duke, I cannot be so answered. 

Vio, 'Sooth, but you must. 
Say, that some lady, as, perhaps, there is, 
Hadi for your love as great a pang of heart 
As you have for Olivia : you cannot love her ; 
You tell her so : must she not then be answered ? 

Duke, There is no woman's sides 
Can bide the beating of so strong a passion 
As love doth give my heait :-~make no compare 
Between that love a woman can bear me» 
And that I owe Olivia. 

Vio, Ay, but I know,— 

Duke, What dost thou know ? 

Vio, Too well what love women to men may owe : 
In faith, they are as true of heart as we. 
My father had a daughter loved a man, 
As it might be, perhaps, were I a woman, 
I should your lordship. 

Duke. And what's her history % 

Vio. A blank, my lord : she never told her lore, 
But let concealment, like a worm i'the bud. 
Feed on her damask cheek : she pined in thought ; 
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And, with a green and yellow melancholy. 

She sat like patience on a monument, 

Smiling at grief. Was not this love, indeed ? 

We men may say more, swear more : but, indeed. 

Our shows are more than will : for still we prove 

Much in our vows, but little in our love. 

Duke, But died thy sister of her love, my boy 1 
Vio. I am all the daughtera of my father's house. 

And all the brothers, too.— 

Sir, shall I to this lady ? 
Duke. Ay, that's the theme. 

To her in haste ; give her this jewel ; say, 

My love can give no place, bide no denay. 

[Exeunt^ Duke, r., FmZo, l. 

BND OP ACT n. 

ACT III. 
Scene I. — OUvta*s Garden. 
Enter Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian, l. 

Sir To. Come thy ways, Signior Fabian. 

Fah. Nay, I'll come ; if I lose a scruple of this sport, 
let me be boiled to death with melancholy. 

Sir To. Wouldst thou not be glad to have the niggard- 
ly, rascally sheep-biter, come by some notable shame ? 

Fab. I would exult, man : you know he brought me 
out of favor with my lady, about a bear-baiting here. 

Sir To. To anger him, we'll have the bear again ; and 
we will fool him black and blue : — shall we not. Sir An- 
drew? 

Sir An. An we do not, it is pity of our lives. 

Enter Maria, with a letter, l. 

Sir To. Here comes the little villain ! How now, mj 
nettle of India ? 

Mar. Get ye all three behind yon clump : Malvolio's 
coming down this walk ; he has been yonder i' the sun, 
practising behaviour to his own shadow, this half hour ; 
observe him, for the love of mockery ; for, I know, this 
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letter wUl make a contemplative idiot of him. Close, in 
the name of jesting ! [ TAe men hide themselves^ r.J Lie 
thou there ; [ Throws down a letter,] for here comes the 
trout that must be caught with tickling. [Exit, R. 

Enter Malvolio, l. 

Mai. 'Tis but fortune ; all is fortune. Mai'ia once told 
me she did affect me : and I have heard herself come thus 
near, that, should she fancy, it should be one of my com- 
plexion. Besides, she uses me with a more exalted re- 
spect than any one else that follows her. What should I 
tfiink on't? 

Sir To. Here's an over-weening rogue ! 

Fab. Contemplation makes a rare turkey-cock of him; 
how he jets under his advanced plumes ! 

Sir An. 'Slight, I could so beat the rogue !— 

Mai. To be Count Malvolio ! — 

Sir To. Ah, rogue! 

Sir An. Pistol him! pistol him! 

Sir To. Peace, peace ! 

MaL There is example for't : the lady of the straehy 
manied the yeoman of the wardrobe. 

Sir An. Fie on him, Jezebel I 

Fab. Now he's deeply in ; look, how imagination blows 
him* 

Mai. Having been three months married to her, sitting 
in my state — 

Sir To, Oh, for a stone-bow, to hit him in the eye ! 

Mai. Calling my officers about me, in my branched vel- 
vet gown !•— having come firom a day-bed, where I left 
(Nma sleeping 1 — 

Sir To. Fire and brimstone i 

Fab^ Oh, peace, peace ! 

Mai. And then to have the humour of state : and after 
a demure travel of regard, telling them, I know my place, 
as I would they should do theirs — to ask for my kinsman 
Toby!— 

Sir To. Bolts and shackles ! 

Fab, Oh, peace, peace, peace I now, now t 

Mai. Seven of my people, with an obedient staity make 
oat for him : I frown the while ; and, perchance, wind up 
my watch, or play with some rich jeweL Toby approach- 
es : court'sies there to me !— 
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Sir To. Shall this fellow live 1 

FaJb. Though our silenee be drawn from us with cars, 
yet peace. 

Mat. I extend my hand to him thus, quenching my fa- 
miliar smile with an austere regard of control I — 

Sir To. And does not Toby take you a blow o'the lips 
then? 

McU. Saying, * Cousin Toby, my fortunes haying cast 
me on your niece, give me this prerogative of speech !'— 

Sir To. What, what? 

Mai. ' You must amend your drunkenness.' 

Sir To. Out, sc'ab ! 

Fab. Nay, patience, or we break the sinews of our 
plot. 

Mai. * Besides, you waste the treasure of your time 
with a foolish knight !'— 

Sir An. That's me, I warrant you. 

Mai. * One Sir Andrew !' — 

Sir An. I knew 'twas I ; for many do call me fboL 

Med. What employment have we here ? 

[Taking t^ the letter. 

Fab. Now is the woodcock near the gin. 

Sir To. Oh, peace ! an' the spirit of humours intimate 
reading aloud to him. 

Mai. By my life, this is my lady's hand ! these be her 
very (7's, her U\ and her T's ! and thus makes she her 
gi'eat P's ! It is, in contempt of question, her hand. 

Sir An. Her G% her U% and her T's ! why that? — 

Mai. [Reads.] ' To the unknown beloved, this and my 
good wishes :' her very phrases ! — By your leave, wax.— 
Soft 1 — and the impressure her Lucrece, with which she 
uses to seal: *tismylady: to whom should this be ? 

[Opens the letter. 

Fab. This virins him, Hver and alL 

Mai. [Reads.] 'Jove knows I love : 
But who? 
Lips do not move. 
No man must know.' 
No man must know.' — If this should be thee, Malvolio! 

Sir To. Marry, hang thee, brock ! 

Mai. [Reads.] * I may command where I adore : 
But silence, like a Lucrece kmfe. 



S.-«nB I.J TWELFTH MGHT« * 31 

With bloodless stroke my heart doth gore ; 
M, O, A, I, doth sway my life.' 

Fah. A fustian riddle ! 

Sir To, Excellent wench, say I. 

Mai. ' M, O, A, I, doth sway my life/— Nay, but, firat, 
let me see — let me see — ^iet me see. 

JP^ah. What a dish of poison has she dressed him ! 

jS'/> To. And with what wing the stannyel checks at it ! 

Mai, * 1 may command where I adore.' Why she may 
command me ; I serve her, she is my lady. Why this is 
evident to any formal capacity. There is no obstruction 
in this :^-and the end — ^what should that alphabetical po- 
sition portend 1 — ^If I could make that resemole something 
in me. — Softly l^M, O, A, I. — 

Sir To, Oh, ay ! make up that — ^he is now at a cold 
scent. 

Mai. M,-^Malvolio I — M, — why, that begins my name. 

Fab. I thought he would work it out : the cur is excel- 
lent at faults. 

Mai. Mf — But then there is no consonancy in the se- 
quel ; that Buffisrs under probation : A should follow, but 
O does. 

Fab. And O shall end, I hope. 

Sir To. Ay, or 1*11 cudgel him, and make him cry O / 

Mai, And then, / comes behind. 

Fab. Ay, an' you had any eye behind you, you might 
see more detraction at your heels, than fortunes before 
you. 

itfoZ. Mt O, A, I; — This simulation is not as the for- 
mer :-— and yet, to crush this a little, it would bow to me, 
for every one of these letters are in my name. Soft ;— 
here follows prose. — [Reads.] ' If this rail into thy hand, 
revolve. In my stars I am above thee ; but be not a&aid 
of greatness ! some are born great, some achieve great- 
Bess, and some have greatness thrust upon them. To in- 
ure thyself to what thou art like to be, cast thy humble 
slough, and appear fresh. Be opposite with a kinsman, 
surly with servants. She thus advises thee, that sighs for 
thee. Remember who commended thy yellow stockings^ 
vndwbhed to see thee ever cross-gartered f I say, rememr 
ber. Go to ! — ^thou art made, if thou desirest to be so; 
if not, let rae see tliee a steward still, the fellow of ser- 
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vants, and not worthy to touch fortune's fingers. Fare- 
well. She that would alter sei-vices with thee/ 

* The fortunate-unhappy.* 
Daylight and champain discovers not more ; this is open. 
I will be proud. 1 will baffle Sir Toby. I will wash off 
gross acquaintance, I will be point-de-vice, the very man. 
I do not now fool myself, to let imagination jade me ; for 
every reason excites to this, that my lady loves me. She 
did commend my yellow stockings ; of late she did praise 
my leg being cross-gartered ! — I thank' my stars, I am 
happy. I will be strange, stout, in yellow stockings, and 
cross-gartered, even with the swiftness of putting" on 
Jove, and my stars, be praised ! — Here is yet a postscript. 
[Reads.] * Thou canst not choose but knOW who I am. If 
thou entertainest my love, let it appear in thy smiling ; 
thy smiles become thee well : therefore in my presence 
still smile, dear my sweet, I pr'ythee !* Jove, I thank 
thee ! — I will smile ; I will do every thing that thou wilt 
have me. — [Eosif, l. — T key advance from behind the trees. 

Omnes. Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Fab, I will not give my part of this sport for a pensioD 
of thousands to be paid fi'om the Sophy. 

Sir To. I could marry this wench for this device. 

Sir An. So could I too. 

Sir To. And ask no other dovny with her, but such 
another jest. 

Sir An. Nor I, neither. 

Fab. Here comes my noble gull-catcher. 

Enter Maria, r. 

Sir To. Wilt thou set thy foot o' m^ neck? 

Sir An. Or o' mine either] 

Sir To. Shall I become thy bond-slave ? 

Sir An. Or I either ? 
■ Sir To. Why, thou hast put him in such a dream, that 
when the image of it leaves him, he must run mad. 

Mar, Nay, but say ti*ue ; does it work upon him % 

Sir To. Like aqua-vitae with a midwife. 

Mar. If you will, then, see the f^-uits of the sport, maik 
his first approach before my lady : he will come to her in 
yellow stockings, and 'tis a colour she abhors ; and crds^ 
gartered, a fashion she detests ; and he will smile U|k>ii 
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her, whicli will now be so unsaitable to her dispositioii, 
being addicted to a melancholy as she is, that it cannot but 
turn him into a notable contempt: if you will see it, fol- 
low me. [Exitf l. 

Sir To, To the gates of Tartar, thou most exceUent 
devil of wit ! 

Sir An. I'll make one, toa 

Fab. And I. 

Omnes. Huzsal huzza! huzza 1 [Exeuntfh. 

Scene II. — A Public Square. 
Enter Sebastian and Antonio, r. s. b. 

Seb. I would not, by my will, have troubled you ; 
Bat, since you make your pleasure of your pains, 
I will no further chide you. 

Anl. I could not stay behind you ; my desire, 
More sharp than filed steel, did spur me forth ; 
I feared, besides, what might befall your travel, 
Being skilless in these parts ; which to a stranger, 
Unguided, and unfriended, oflen prove 
Rough and unhbspitable : my willing love, 
The rather by these arguments of fear. 
Set forth in your purauit. 

Seb. My kind Antonio, 
I can no other answer make, but thanks. 
And thanks, and ever thanks. — What is to do ? 
Shall we go see the relics of this town ] 

Ant. To-morrow, sir ; best, first, go see your lodging. 

Seb. I am not weary, and 'tis long to night : 
I pray you, let us satisfy our eyes 
With the memorials, and the thin^ of fame, 
That do renown this city. 

Ant. 'Would you'd pardon me. 
I do not without danger walk these streets : 
Once, in a sea-fight, 'gainst Orsino's galleys, 
I did some service ; of such note, indeed. 
That were I ta'en here, it would scarce be answered. 

Seb. Do not, then, walk too open. 

Ant. It doth not fit me. — ^Hold, sir, here's my purse; 
In the south suburbs, at the Elephant, 
Is best to lodge ; I will bespeak our diet, 
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Whaes you beguile the time, and feed your knowledge, 
With viewing of the town ; there shall you have me. 

Seb. Why I your purse 1 

Ant. Haply, your eye shall light upon some toy 
You have desire to- purchase ; and your store, 
I think, is not for idle markets, sir. 

Seb. 1*11 be }tour purse-bearer, and leave you for 
An hour. 

Ant. To the Elephant. 

Seb. I do remember. [Exeunt, Sebcutian, l., AiUomo, R 

Scene III. — Olivia^ s Garden. 
Enter Clown, playing on a tahor, and Viola, l. 

Vio. Save thee, fiiend, and thy music : dost thoa liire 
by the tabor % 

Clmvn. No, sir, I live by the church. 

Vio. Alt thou a churchman 1 

Clown. No such matter, sir : I do live by the church : 
for I do live at my house, and my house doth stand by the 
church. 

Vio. Art not thou the lady Olivia's fool ? 

Clown. No, indeed, sir : the lady Olivia has no folly ; 
she will keep no fool, sir, till she be married ; and fools 
are as hke husbands as pilchards are to herrings — the hus- 
band's the bigger. I am, indeed, not her fool, but her 
corrupter of words. 

Vio. I saw thee late at the Duke Orsino's. 

Clown. Foolery, sir, does walk without the orb, like the 
Bun : it shines every where. I would be sorry, sir, but 
the fool should be as oft with your master as with my 
mistress : I think I saw your wisdom there. 

Vio. Nay, an' thou pass upon me, I'll no more with 
thee. Hold, there's expenses for thee. [Gives him money. 

Clown. Now, Jove, in his next commodity of hair, send 
thee a beard ! 

Vio. By my troth, I'll tell thee ; I am almost sick fer 
one. Is thy lady within ? 

Clown. Would not a pair of these have bred, sir 7 

Vio. Yes, being kept together, and put to use. 

Cloton. I would play lord Pandarus of Phrygia, sir, to 
bring a Cressida to this Troilus. 
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Vio, I un Jerstand you, sir : [Gives him more money.] 
'tis well begged. 

Clown, My lady is within, sir. I will construe to them 
whence you come : who you are, and what you would, 
are out i>f my welkin ; I might say, element ; but the 
word is over-worn. [Exit^ L. 

Via, This fellow's wise enough to play the fool; 
And to do that well, craves a kind of wit : • 
He must observe their mood on whom he jests. 
The quality of persona, and the time; 
And, like the haggard, check at eveiy feather 
That comes before his eye. This is a practice 
As full of labour as a wise man's art. 

Enter Sir Toby and Sir Andrbw, l. 

Sir To. Save you, gentleman. 

Vio. And you, sir. 

Sir To. My niece is desirous you should enter, if your 
trade be to her. 

Vio. I am bound to your niece, sir : I mean, she is the 
list of my voyage. 

Sir To. Taste your legs, sir, put them to motion. 

Vio. My legs do better underetand me, sir, than I un- 
dei-stand what you mean, by bidding me taste my legs. 

Sir To. I mean — to go, sir, to enter. 

Vio. I will answer you with gait and entrance : but we 
are prevented. 

Enter Olivia, l. 

Most exeellDDt, accomplished lady, the heavens rain odomv 
on you ! 

Sir An. That youth's a rare courtier I — Rain odours f 
well. 

Vio. My matter hath no voice, lady, but to your own 
most pregnant and vouchsafed ear. 

Sir An. • Odours, pregnant, and vouchsafed T— I'll get 
'em all three ready. 

on. Leave me to my hearing. 

Sir An. * Odours — ^pregnant — vouchsafed !* 

[Exeunt Sir Toby and Sir Andrew, B« 

Oli. Give me your hand, sir. 

Vio. My duty, madam, and most humble service. 
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OU. What is your name 1 

Vio, Cesario is your sei-vant'a name, fair princess. 

on. My sei-vant, sir ! 'Twas never merry world, 
Since lowly feigning was called compliment : 
You are servant to the Duke Oi*sino, youth? 

Vio, And he is yours, and his must needs be yours ; 
Your servant's servant is your servant, madam. 

OflL For him, I think not on him : for his thoughts, 
'Would they were blanks, rather than filled with me ! 

Vio. Madam, I come to whet your gentle thoughts 
On his behalf : — 

OIL Oh, by your leave, I pray you ; 
I bade you never speak again of him : 
But, would you undertake another suit, 
I had rather hear you to solicit that, 
Than music from the spheres. 

Vio. Dear lady — 

OIL Give me leave, I beseech you"! 1 did send, 
After the last enchantment you did here, 
A ring in chase of you ; so did T abuse 
Myself, my servant, and, I fear me, you : 
Under your hard construction must I sit, 
To force that on you, in a shameful cunning. 
Which you knew none of yours : what might you think I 
Have you not set mine honour at the stake, 
And baited it with all the unmuzzled thoughts 
That tyrannous heart can think 1 To one of youi re- 
ceiving 
Enough is shown : a cypress, not a bosom. 
Hides my poor heart : so let me hear you speak. 

Vio. I ptty you. 

OIL That's a degree to love. 

Vio. No, not a grise : for 'tis a vulgar proof. 
That veiy oft we pity enemies. 

OIL Why, then, methinks, 'tis time to smile again : 
Oh, world, how apt the poor are to be proud ! 

[Clock strike$. 
The clock upbraids me with the waste of time. — 
Be not afi-aid, good youth, I will not have you : 
Affd yet, when wit and youth is come to harvest. 
Your wife is like to reap a proper man : 
There lies^ your way, due west. 
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Vio. Then westward ho ! 
Grace and good disposition 'tend your ladyship : — 
You'll nothing, madams to my lord, by me ? 

Oli. Stay: 
I pr'ythee, tell me what thou think'st of me. 

Vfo» That you do think, you are not what you are. 

Oli, If I think so, I think the same of you. 

Vio. Then think you right ; I am not what I am. 

0?i. I would you were as I would have you be ! 

Vio. Would it be better, madam, than I am? 
I wish it might : for now 1 am your fool. 

Oli. Oh, what a deal of scorn looks beauti&l 
In the contempt and anger of his lip ! 
Cesario, by the roses of the spring, 
By maidhood, honour, truth, and eveiy thing, 
I love thee so, that, maugre all thy pride. 
Nor wit, nor reason, can my passion hide. 

Vio. By innocence, I swear, and by my youth, 
I have one heart, one bosom, and one truth. 
And that no woman has ; nor never none 
Shall mistress be of it, save I alone. 
And so adieu, good madam : never more 
Will I my master's tears to you deplore. 

Oli. Yet come again : for thou, perhaps, may'st move 
That heart, which now abhors, to like his love. 

[Exeunt, Olivia, R., Viola, l. 

ScBNB IV. — A Room in Olivia's House. 
Enter Sir Andrew, Fabian, and Sir Toby, l. 

Sir An. No, faith, I'll not stay a jot longer. 

Sir To. Thy reason, dear venom ; give thy reason. 

Fob. You must needs yield your reason. Sir Andrew. 

jSiV An. Marry, I saw your niece do more favours to 
the duke's serving-man than ever she bestowed upon me ; 
I saw't this moment in the garden. 

Sir To. Did she see thee the while, old boy ? tell me 
that. 

Sir An. As plain as I see you now. 

Fab. This was a great ai'gument of love in her toward 
you. 

Sir Am. 'Slight ! will you make an ass o' me ? 
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Fah. I will prove it legitimate, sir, upon the oaths of 
judgment and reason. 

Sir To, And they have been grand jury men, since be- 
fore Noah was a sailor. 

Fab, She did show favour to the youth in your eighty 
only to exasperate you, to awake your dormouse valour, 
to put fire in your heart, and brimstone in your liver ! you 
should then have accosted her ; and with some excellent 
jests, fire-new from the mint, you should have banged the 
youth into dumbness. This was looked for at your hand, 
and this was balked ; the double gOt of this opportunity 
you let time wash dST, and you are now sailed into the 
north of my lady's opinion, where you will hang like an 
icicle on a Dutchman's beard, unless you do redeem it by 
some laudable attempt, either of valour, or policy. 

Sir An, An' it be any way, it must be with valour ; for 
policy I hate. 

jSi> To. Why, then, build me thy foitunes upon the 
basis of valour. Challenge me the duke's youth to fight 
with him ; hurt him in eleven places ; my niece shall take 
note of it : and assure thyself, there is no love-broker in 
the world can more prevail in man's commendation with 
woman than report of valour. 

Fah, There is no way but this, Sir Andrew. 

Sir An, Will either of you bear me a challenge to him ? 

Sir To. Go, write it in a martial hand : be curat and 
brief; it is no matter how witty, so it be eloquent, and 
full of invention ; taunt him with the licence of ink ; if 
thou thou^st him some thrice, it shall not be amiss ! and as 
many lies as will lie in thy sheet of paper ! although tho 
sheet were big enough for the bed of Ware in England, 
set 'em down ! go, about it. Let there be gall enough in 
thy ink; though thou write with a goose-pen, no matter 
— about it ! 

Sir An, Where shall I find you ? 

Sir To, We'll call thee at the cubiculo^ — Go. 

[Exit Sir Andrew^ r, 

Fah, This is a dear manakin to you. Sir Toby. 

Sir To, I have been dear to him, lad ; some two thou- 
sand sti'ong, or so. 

Fah, We shall have a rare letter from him ; but you'U 
not deliver it } 
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Sir To. Never trust me, then ; and by all means stir on 
the youth to an answer. I think, oxen and wainropes 
cannot hale them together. For Andrew, if he were 
opened, and you find so much blood in his liver as wiU 
clog the foot of a flea, I'll eat the rest of the anatomy. 

Pab. And his opposite, the youth, bears in his visage 
no great presage oi cruelty. 

Sir To, Look, where the youngest wren of nine comes. 

Enter Maria, l. 

Mar, If you desire the spleen, and will laugh your- 
selves into stitches, follow me! yon gull, MalvoUo, is 
turned heathen, a very renegado ; for there is no Chris- 
tian, that means to be saved by believing rightly, can ever 
believe such impossible paissages of grossness. He*s in 
yellow stockings. 

Sir To. And cross-gartered 1 

Mar, Most villanously ; like a pedant that keeps a 
school i' the church.^-I have dogged him, like his murder- 
er ! he does obey every point of the letter that I dropped 
to betray him. He does smile his face into more lines 
than are- in a map ! you have not seen such a thing as 'tis. 

Sir To, Come, bring us, bring us where he is. 

[Exeunt, l. 

END OF ACT III. 



ACT IV. 

Scene I. — A Room in Olivia^s Houte. 

Enter Olivia and Maria, e. 

Olu 1 have sent after him : — he says, he'll come. — , 
How shall I feast him ? what bestow on him ] 
For youth is bought more oft, than begged, or borrowed. 
I speak too loud. — 

Where is Malvolio ? — ^He is sad and civil. 
And suits well for a servant with my fortunes. 
Where is Malvolio 1 

Mar, He's coming, madam ; 
But in stra]iii:e manner. He is sure possessed. 
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OIL Why, what's the matter ? does he rave 1 

Mar. No, madam, 
He does nothing but smile : your ladyship 
Were best have guard about you, if he come ; 
For, sure the man is tainted in bis wits. 

OIL Go, call him hither. [Exit Maria^ vu 

I'm as mad as he. 
If sad and merry madness equal be.**- 

Enter Malvolio, in ydUno stockings, and cross'gartered^ 
and Makia, b. 

How now, Malvolio ? 

Mai Sweet lady, ho ! ho ! \SmtUsfantasticaUtf. 

OIL Smil'st thou ? 
I sent for thee upon a sad occasion. 

Mai. Sad, lady ? I could be sad : this does make some 
obstiniction in the blood, this cross-gartering ! but what 
of that, if it please the eye of one, it is with me as the 
very time sonnet is : Please one, and please all. 

OIL Why, how dost thou, man ? what is the matter 
with thee ? 

Mai. Not black in my mind, though yellow in my legs ! 
It did come to his hands, and commands shall be execu* 
ted. I think, we do know the sweet Roman hand. 

OIL Wilt thou go to bed, Malvolio 1 

Mai. To bed ! — ^Ay, sweet-heart I and I'll come to tJiee. 

OIL Heaven comK)rt thee ! Why dost thou smile so, 
and kiss thy hand so ofl ? 

Mar. How do you, Malvolio? 

Mai. At your request ? Yes ; nightingales answer 
daws. 

Mar. Why appear you with this ridiculous boldness 
before my lady ? 

Mai. * Be not afraid of greatness :' — ^'Twas well vnit. 
^ OIL What meanest thou by that, Malvolio 1 

Mai. • Some are bom great' — 

OIL Ha? 

Mai. ' Some achieve greatness'— 

OIL What say'^t thou ? 

MaJ, * And some have greatness thrust upon them.' 

OIL Heaven restore thee ! 

Mai. * Remember who commended thy yellow stoek- 
ing8!'— 
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on. Thy yellow stoclcings 1 
Mah ' And wished to see thee cross-gartered.* 
OIL Cross-gartered ? 

Mai. * Go to : thou art made, if thou desu-est' to be 
so!'— 

Oli. Am I made 1 

Mai. ' If not, let me see thee a sei-vant still.* 

Oli. Wliy, this is very midsummer madness. 

Enter Fabian, l. 

Fah, Madam, the young gentleman of the Duke Orsi- 
no's is returned ; I could hardly entreat him back : he 
attends your ladyship's pleasure. 

Oli. rU come to him. Good Maiia, let this fellow be 
looked to. — Call my uncle Toby. — [Exit Fabian, r.] Let 
some of my people have a special care of him ; I would 
not have him miscany for the half of my dowry. 

[Exeunt, Olivia, r., Maria, l. 

Mai. Oh, ho ! do you come near me now 1 no worse 
man than Sir Toby to look to me 1 She sends him on 
purpose that I may appear stubborn to him ; for she in- 
cites me to that in the letter. — 1 have limed her ! — And 
when she went away now, * Let this fellow be looked to I' 
Fellow 1 not Malvolio, nor after my degi-ee, but fellow ! 
Why, eveiy thing adheres together. Well, Jove, not I, 
is the doer of this, and he is to be thanked. 

Sir To. [ Without, l.] Which way is he, in the name 
of sanctity 1 If all the devils in hell be drawn in little, 
and Legion himself possessed him, yet I'll speak to him I 

Enter Fabian, Sir Toby, and Maria, l. 

Fah. Here he i^, here he is ! — how is*t with yon, sir ! 
how is't with you, man 1 

Mai. Go off, I discard you ; let me enjoy my private ; 
go off. 

Mar. Lo, how hollow the fiend speaks within bim ! did 
not I tell you ? — Sir Toby, my lady prays you to have a 
cai'e of him. 

Mai. Ah ! ah I does she so 1 

Sir To. Go to, go to; we must deal gently with him. 
How do you, Malvolio 1 how is't with you ? What, man ! 
defy the devil ! consider he's an enemy to mankind. 
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MaL Do you know what you say ? 

Mar, La, you, au' you speak ill of the devil, how lie 
takes it at heart ! Pray Heaven, he be not bewitched. 

Fab, Carry his water to the wise woman. 

Sir To. Pr'ythee, hold thy peace ; do you not see you 
move him ? Let me alone with him. 

Fah, No way but gentleness ; gently, gently ! the fiend 
is rough, and will not be roughly used. 

Sir To, Why, how now, my bawcock 1 how dost thou, 
chuck ] 

Mai, Sir! 

Sir To, Ay, Biddy, come with me ! — What, man ! 'tis 
not for gravity to play at cherry-pit with Satan ! hang 
him, foul collier ! 

Mar. Get him to say his prayers. Sir Toby. 

Mai, My prayers, minx ? 

Mar, No, I warrant you, he'll not hear of godliness. 

Mai, Go, hang youreelves all! you are idle, shallow 
things : I am not of your element ; you shall know more 
hereafter. Begone ! \Exitf l. 

Omnes, Ha ! ha I ha ! 

Sir To. Is't possible ? 

Fab, If this were played upon a stage, now, I cotild 
condemn it as an improbable fiction. 

Sir To. His very genius hath taken the infection of the 
device, man. 

Mar, Nay, puraue him now ; lest the device take air, 
and taint. 

Fab, Why, we shall make him mad, indeed. 

Mar. The house will be the quieter. 

Sir To. Come, we'll have him in a dark room, and 
bound I — Follow him, and let him not firom thy sight.*— 
[Exit Maria, l.] But see, but see ! 

Fah. More matter for a May moi-ning. 

Enter Sir Andrew, with a letter ^ R. 

Sir An. Here's the challenge,^-read it ; I warranty 
there's vinegar and pepper in't. 

Fab. Is't so saucy 1 

Sir An. Ay, is it, I wairant him ; do but i-ead. 

Sir To. Give me. [Reads.] * Youth, whatsoever thou 
■It, thou ait but a scurvy fellow I' 
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Fab. Good and valiant ! 

Sir To, * Wonder not, nor admire not in thy mind, wby 
I do call thee so, for I 'will show thee no reason for't !' 

Fab. A good note ; that keeps you from the blow of 
the law. 

Sir To. * Thou comest to the lady Olivia, and in my 
sight she uses thee kindly ; but thou liest in thy throat, 
that is not the matter I challenge thee for !' 

Fab, Very brie( and exceedmgly good sense-less ! 

Sir To. * I will way-lay thee going home ! where, if it 
be thy chance to kill me !' — 

Fab. Good! 

Sir To, * Thou killest me like a ros^ue and a villain !' 

Fab. Still you keep o' the windy side of the law ! good 1 ' 

Sir To. 'Fare thee well; and Heaven have mercy 
upon one of our souls ! He may have mercy upon mine I 
but my hope is better, and so look to thyself. — Thy friend, 
as thou usest him, and thy sworn enemy, 

Andrew Aguecheek.' 
If this letter move him not, his legs cannot ! I'll give't 
him. 

Fab. You may have very fit occasion foi-'t ; he is now 
in some commerce with my lady, and will by and by de- 
part. 

Sir To. Cro, Sir Andrew ; scout me for him at the cor- 
ner of the garden, like a bum-bailiff; so Ifcon as ever thou 
see'st him, draw ; and, as thou draw'st, swear horrible : 
for it comes to pass ofb, that a terrible oath, with a swag- 
gering accent sharply twanged off, gives manhood more 
approbation than ever proof itself would have earned him. 
Away! 

Sir An. Nay, let me alone for swearing. [Eocit, r. 

Sir To. Now will not I deliver this letter : for the be- 
haviour of the young gentleman gives him out to be of 
good capacity and breeding ; therefore this letter, being 
BO excellently igpnorant, will breed no teiTor in the youth : 
he will find it comes from a clod-pole. But, sir, I will de- 
liver his challenge by word of mouth ; set upon Aguecheek 
a notable report of valour ; and di-ive the gentleman, as 1 
know his youth will aptly receive it, into a most hideous 
opinion of his rage, skill, fury, and impetuosity. This 
will so fright them both, that they will kill one another by 
the look, like cockatrices. 
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Fdh, Here he comes with your niece : ^ve them way, 
till he take leave, and presently after him. 

Sir To, I will meditate the while upon some horrid 
message ifor a challenge. [Exeunt, i«. 

Enter Viola and Oliyxa, r. 

Oil. I have said too much unto a heart of stone. 
And laid mine honour too unchary out : 
There's something in me, that reproves my fault ; 
But such a headstrong potent fault it is, 
That it hut mocks reproof. 

Vio, With the same 'havior that your passion bears. 
Go on my master's griefe. 

on. Here, wear this jewel for me, 'tis my pictui'e ; 
Refuse it not, it hath no tongue to vex you : 
And, I beseech you, come again to-morrow. 
What shall you ask of me, that I'll deny. 
That honour, saved, may, upon asking, give ? 

Vio, Nothing but this, your true love for my master. 

on. How with mine honour may I give him that 
Which I have given to you ? 

Vio. I will acquit you. 

Oil, Well, come again to-morrow : fare thee welL 

[Exii^ L. 
Enter Sir Tobt and Fabian, r. 

Sir To, Gentleman, Heaven save thee. 

Vio, And you, sir. 

Sir To, That defence thou hast, betake thee to't : of 
what nature the wrongs are thou hast done him, I know 
not ; but thy interceptor, full of despight, bloody as the 
hunter, attends thee ! dismount thy tuck, be yare in thy 
preparation, for thy assailant is quick, skilful, and deadly. 

Vio, You mistake, sir; I am sure no man hath any 
quanel to me ; my remembrance is very free and clear 
from any image of offence done to any man. 

Sir To, You'll find it otherwise, I assure you : there- 
fore, if you hold your life at any price, betake you to 
your guard ; for your opposite hath in him what youth, 
strength, skill, and wrath, can furnish man withal. 

Vio. I pray you, sir, what is he ? 

Sir To, He is knight, dubbed with unbacked rapiex, 
and on carpet consideration; but he is a devil in pnvato 
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brawl ! aouls and bodies hath he divorced three ; and his 
incensement at this moment is so implacable, that satisfac- 
tion can be none but by pangs of death and sepulchre ! 
hob, nob, is his word ! give't, or take't. 

Vio, I will return, and desire some conduct of the la* 
dy. I am no fighter. 

Sir To. Back you shall not, ui^ess you undertake that 
with me, which with as much safety you might answer 
bini : therefore, on ! or strip your sword stai'k naked, for 
meddle you must, that's certain, or forswear to wear iron 
about you. 

Vio. This is as uncivil as strange. I beseech you, do 
. me this courteous office, as to know of the knight what 
my o£fence to him is ; it is something of my negligenee, 
nothing of my purpose. 

Sir To. I will do so. Siguier Fabian, stay you by this 
gentleman till my return. [Exit, l. 

Vu>. 'Pray you, sir, do you know of this matter? 

JP'ab. I know the knight is incensed against you, even 
to a mortal arbitrement ; but nothing of the circumstance 
more. 

Via. I beseech you, what manner of man is he ? 

Fab. Nothing of that wonderful promise, to reeid him 
by his form, as you are like to find him in the proof of 
. his valour. He is, indeed, sir, the most skilfiil, bloody, 
and fatal opposite, that you could possibly have found in 
any part of lllyria. Will you walk towards him 1 I will 
make your peace with him, if I can. 

Vio. I shall be much bound to you for't : I am one, 
that would rather go with sir priest than sir knight : I 
care not who knows so much of my mettle. [Exeunt^ r. 

Scene II. — Olivia* s Garden. 
Enter Sir Tobt, tcith Sir Andrew, in a great fright, l. 

jStr To. Why, man, he's a very devil !— 

SirAn.O\i\ 

Sir To. I have not seen such a virago. I had a pass 
with him — rapier, scabbard, and all — and he gives me the 
stuck-in — 

Sir An, Oh ! 

Sir To. With such a mortal motion, that it is inevitable I 
They say, he has been fencer to the Sophy. 



46 TWBLFifi Nien. (Acvit* 

Sir An. Plague on't ! I'D not meddle unth him. 

Sir To. Ay, but he will not now be pacified : Fabian 
can scarce hold him yonder. 

Sir An, Plague on't ! an' I thought he had been va- 
liant, and so cunniuff in fence, I'd have seen him damned, 
ere I had challenged him. Let him let the matter slxp» 
and I'll give him my horse, gray Capulet. 

Sir To. I'll make the motion : stand here, make a good 
show on't. — [Aside.] Marry, I'll ride your hone as woD 
as I ride you. 

Enter Fabian and Viola, r. 

I have his horse [To Fabian,] to take up the quarrel I 
have persuaded him the youth's a devil ! 

Fa&. [To Sir Toby.] He is as horribly conceited of 
bim, and pants as if a bear were at his heels. 

Sir To. [To Viola.] There's no remedy, sir! he will 
fight with you for his oath's sake I Marry, he hath better 
bethought him of his quarrel, and he finds that now scarce 
to be worth talking of; therefore, draw, for the support- 
ance of his vow ; he protests, he will not hurt you. 

Vio. [Draws her sword.] Pray Heaven defend me !— 
[Aside,] A Httle thing would make me tell them how 
much I lack of a man. 

Fab. [To Viola.] Give groun4« if you see him furious ! 

Sir To. Come, .Su* Andrew, there's no remedy; the 
gentleman will, for his honour's sake, have one bout with 
you : he cannot, by the duello, avoid it : but he has pro- 
mised me, as a gentleman and a soldier, he will not hurt 
you. Come on ! to't. 

Sir An. [Draws.] Pray Heaven he keep his oath ! 

Vio. I do assure you 'tis against my wilL 
[ They fight. — Sir Toby and Fabian urge on Sir An- 
drew and Viola. 

Enter Antonio, who runs between Sir Andrew and Ftolo, 

R. 8. E. 

Ant. Put up your swoi^ ; — ^If this young gentlemaa 
Have done offence, I take the fault on me ; 
If you offend him, I for him defy you f 

Sir To. You, sir ! why, what are you ? 

Ant. [Draws.] One, sir, that fi>r his love dares yet do 
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Than you have heard him brag to you he wilt 

Sir To. [Draws.] Nay, if you be an undertaker, 
I am for you. [Sir Toby and Antonio fight. — Sir Andrew 
hides himself behind the trees.-^-Viola retires a little. 

Fab. [Parts them.] Oh, good Sir Toby, hold! here 
come the offiters. 

Sir To. [ To Antonio.] I'll be with you anon. — [Antonio 
shews great alarm. — Sir Toby sheathes his sword.] Sir 
knight. Sir Andrew ! — 

Sir An. Here I am. 

Sir To. What, man ! — Come on. 

[Brings Sir Andrew forward* 

Vto. [Advances.] 'Pray, sir, { To Sir Andrew,] put up 
your sword, if you please. 

Sir An. Marry, will I, sir; — ^and, for that I promised 
you, I'll be as good as my word I he will bear you easily, 
and reins well. 

Enter Ttoo Officbbs of Justice^ l. 

1st Offi. This is the man ; do thy office. 

2d Offi. Antonio, I arrest thee at the suit 
Of Duke Orsino. 

Ant. You do mistake me, sir. 

1^^ Offi. No, sir, no jot : I know your favour well— 
Take him away ; he knows, I know him well. 

Ant. I must obey. — This comes with seeking you ; 
But there's no remedy. 
Now ray necessity 

Makes me to ask you for my purse : it giieves me 
Much more, for what I cannot do for you. 
Than what befalls myself You stand amazed ; 
But be of comfort. 

\st Offi. Come, sir, away. 

Ant. I must entreat of you some of that money. 
Vto, What money, sir % 
For the fair kindness you have showed me here. 
And, part, being prompted by your present trouble, 
Out of my lean and low ability 
ril lend you something : my having is not much ; 
I'll make division of my present with you : 
Hold, there is half my coifer. 
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Ant, Wai you deny me now ? 
Is't possible, that my deserts to you 
Can lack persuasion ] Do not tempt my misery ; 
Lest that it make me so unsound a man, 
As to upbraid you with those kindnesses 
That I have done for you. 

Vio. I know of none ; 
Nor know I you by voice, or any feature. 
Ant, O Heavens themselves ! 
1st Offi, Come, sir, I pray you, go. 
Ant, Let me speak a little. This youth that you see 
here, 
I snatched one half out of the jaws of death ; 
And to his image, which, methought, did promise 
Most venerable worth, did I devotion. 
But, oh, how vile an idol proves this god ! — 
Thou hast, Sebastian, done good feature shame.-* 
In nature there's no blemish, but the mind ; 
None can be called deformed, but the unkhid ; 
Virtue is beauty ; but the beauteous evU 
Are empty tninks, o'erflourished by the devil. 

[Exeunt Antonio and Oficer$^ l. 
Sir To. Come hither, knight ; come hither, Fabian. 

[ Thet/ retire together. 
Vio, He named Sebastian ; I my brother know 
Yet living in my glass ; even such, and so. 
In favour was my brother ; and he went 
Still in this fashion ; colour, ornament ; 
For him I imitate : oh, if it prove. 
Tempests are kind, and salt waves &esh in love ! 

[Exit, L. 
Sir To, [They advance,] A very dishonest, paltiy boy, 
and more a coward than a hare ! his dishonesty appears, 
in leaving his friend here in necessity, and denying bimj 
and for his cowardship, ask Fabian. 

Fab, A coward, a most devout coward, religious in it. 
Sir An. 'Slid, I'll after him again, and beat him. 
Sir To. Do, cuff him soundly; but never draw thy 
sword. ' 

Sir Am, An' I do not — [Exeunt wu 
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Scasm III.— T^ Street htfore OliviaU Houk, 
iSwttr S&iASTiAN and Cto^,' l. 

CUnim. Will yoa make me beHeye, that I am not sent 
feryout 

Beh. Qto tOt go to, tboa art a foolish fellow; 
Let^ma be clear of thee. 

Clfnon. Well held out, i'faith ! No, I cLo not know yoa j 
fior I im not sent to you by my lady, to bid you come 
Bpeak with her ; nor your name is not Cesario ; nor thiB 
is not my nose neither : — ^nothing that is so, is so. 

iSe&. I pr'ythee, vent thy folly somewhere else ; thoa 
know^dt not in6. 

Vhwhi Vent my folly ! He has heard that word of 
some great man, and now appHes it to a fool. I jnr'y&ee, 
ten me what I shall vent to my lady ; shall I veni to her 
that thott att coming ? 

8eS. I pr'Vttif^ef, foG^ii^h Greek, depart ftom m€ri 
TH4k^B ihbjknf fyr th^e :-^ yon tatxy longer^ 
I shall give worse payment. 

Cloum. By my trodi, thou hast an open hdnd i^^^th^H 
wiie men, that give foob inoney, get liienuiehres a g|6od 
report after fourteen years' ptirdiase. 

Ei^er Snt AnbbeWi l. 

8ifA%. Now; thv hate I met you agafai % Th€flM»*s foi 
you. [Btnking BdmstiAn. 

8eb. [Draw9 hu no&rd.] Why, ttiere'a for thee^ «fiA 
diere^ and there !— 4kre dl me people madi 

[BeaHng Sir dMr^. 

EiUer Sir Tobt and Fabian, l. 

BSr 3V. HoM^ sbr, or Til dfrnw your da^r oW the 
house. 

Oaum. This will I tell my lady stnd^it^I wdteld iliot 
be in some of yohr coats for two-pence. [Bxit^ it. 

t§^ 1\>. Come oh, sir ; hold. [BM^ BebasHk\^ 

Sir An. Nay, let him alone. I'll go another way to 
work with him ; I'll have an action df battery sgdinst nhn, 
if iSbkut^ b^ tmy law in Illyrii I thMgh I itntek him fitst, 
yet it's no matter for that. 
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ad>. Let go thy hand. 

Sir To. Come, eir, I wfll not let yon go. J^ome; my 
yoang soldier, put up your iron : you are well fleshed 5 
come on. 

8eb. [Disengages himself] I wffl be ftee fifom 
What would'st thou now t 
If thou dar'st tempt me further, draw thy sword. 

Sir To. What, what l—JIVaw.]— Nay, Aen I 
have an ounce or two of this malapert blood from you. 

[Theifjigki. 

Enter Olivia and Two SerwmU, u. \ 

Fab. Hold, good Sir Toby, hold !— my lady here I I 

[Exit^wu 

Oli. Hold, Toby ; on thy life I charge thee, hold. 

Sir To. Madam 1 

CHi. Will it be ever thus % Ungracious wxetch. 
Fit for the mountains and the barbarous caves, n 
Where maimers ne'er were preached ! out of mf m^ f 
Be not offended, dear Cesazio ^— I 

Rudes^, be gone ! ^ I 

Sir To. Come along, knight [Exit, u 

OU. And you, sir, follow him* 

Sir An. Oh, oh !— Sir Toby. [ExU^ l. 

Oli. I pr'ythee, gentle friend. 
Let thy mir wisdom, not thy passion, sway 
In this uncivil and unjust extent 
Against thy peace. G-o with me to my house : 
And hear thou there, how many fruitless pranks 
This ruffian hath botched up, that thou thereby 
May'st smile at this : thou shalt not choose but go ; 
Do not deny. 

Seh. What relish is in this? how runs the stream} 
Or I am mad, or else this is a dream : 
Let &icy still my sense in Lethe steep ; 
If it be Uius to dream, still let me sleep ! 

OIL Nay, come, I pr'ythee : 'would thou'dst be ruled 
by me! 

Stb. Madam, I wiIL 

01% Ob» say so, and so bo t [ Ext m i pM* 



Scene IV. — A QaUtry m Olivia' b House. 
Enter Mama, wUh a black gown and hood^ and ClowNi h. 

3iar. Nvv, I pr'ythee, put on this gown and hood; 
make him believe thou art Sir Topas the curate ; do it, 
quickly : Vl\ call Sir Toby the whilst. [Easit, l. 

Clotm, Well, ril put it on, and I will dissemble myself 
in it ; and I would i were the iirst that ever dissembled 
in such a gown. 

Enter Sir Toby and Maria, l. 

Sir To. Jove bless thee, master pai*son. 

Clown. Bonus dies. Sir Toby : for, as the old hermit of 
Prague, that never saw pen and ink, very wittily said to a 
niece of king Gorboduc, " That, that is, is :" so I, being 
master parson, am master parson ! for what is that, bat 
that 1 and is, but is ? 

Sir To. To him. Sir Topas. 

Clown. [Opens the door of an inner room.] What, hoa,I 
say ! Peace in this prison ! 

Sir To. The knave counterfeits well : a good knave. 

jJfoZ. [In the inner room,] Who calls there 1 

Clown, Sir Topas, the curate, who comes to visit Mal- 
volio, the lunatic. 

Mai. Sir Topas, Sir Topas, good Sir Topas, go to my 
lady. 

blown. Out, hyperbolical fiend! howvexest thou this 
man ? talkest thou nothing but of ladiesi 

Sir To. Well said, master parson. 

Mai. Sir Topas, never was man thus wron^d ; good 
Sir Topas, do not think I am mad ; they have bound me^ 
hand and foot, and laid me here in hideous darkness. 

Clown. Sayest thou that house is dark 1 

Mai. As hell. Sir Topas. 

Clotim, Madman, thou errest : I say, there is no datk* 
ne8B,.bat ignorance; in which thou art more puzzled, diaa 
the Efl;yptians in their fog. 

MtU. I say, this house is as dark as ignorance, though 
ignorance were as dark as hell ; and I say, there was n*- 
ver man thus abused : I am no more mad than you art ; 
make the trial of it in any constant question. 

C^own. What is the opinion of Pythagoras, eonceming 
wild-fowl 
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Mai. That the soul of our grandam might haply inha> 
bit a bird. 

Clown. What thinkest thou of his opinion f 

Mai. I think nobly of the soul, and no way apptove 
his opinion. 

Cl&um. Fare thee well : remain thou still in darknaw : 
thou shalt hold the opinion of Pythagoras, ere I will allow 
6f thy wits; and fear to kill a woodcock, lest thou dis- 
possess the soul of thy grandam. Fare thee welL 

Mat. Sir Topas, Sir TopasI— 

Sir To. My most exquisite Sir Topas ! 

Clovm. Nay, I am for all waters. \TaJce9 ojf the gaum 
and hood, and gives them to Maria. 

Mar. Thou might'st have done this without thy hood 
luad gown ; he sees npt. 

Sir To. To him in thine own voice, and bring us word 
how thou find'st him : come by and bye to my chamber. 
[Exeunt Sir Tohy and Maria, l. 

Clown. [Sing$!\ *HeyKobin, jolly Robin, 

TeU me how thy lady does.* 

Mai. Fool, fool— good fool — 

Clown. Who calls, ha t 

Mai. As ever thou wilt deserve well at my hand, help 
jpae to a candle. and pen, ink, and paper; as I am a gen- 
tleman, I will hve to oe thankful to thee for't. 

Clown. Master Malvolio I 

Mai. Ay, good fool. 

Clown. AlaA» sir, how fell you beside yoUr five wits t 
, Mol* Fool, jdiere was never man so notoriously abused: 
I am as well in my wits, fool, as thou art. 

Clown. But as well 1 then you are mad, indeed; if you 
be no better in your wits than a fool. 

MaL Good fool, some ink, paper, and light, and coo^ 
yey what I will set down to my lady ; it shall advantage 
thee more than ever the beaiing of letter did. 

Clown. I win help vou to't. But tell me trub, are you 
not mad, indeed | or do you but counterfeit % 

Mai. Believe me. I am not ; I tell thee true. 
^Clown. I'll ne^er believe a madman, till I see his braini. 
I will fetch you light, and paper, and ink. ' 

^J|fa2. Fool, ril requite it in the highest degree; I pri- 
thee, be gone. 
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G^MMk [Skmts the door of the timer room, and tittgi.] 
' I am gone, sir, 
And anoB, sir, 
ril be with you again, &c.' [Exk^ l^ 

Scsm V. — OlipWs Gardefi. 
Enter Sbbabtian,; r. 

8A. This is the air; this is the glorious sun : 
This pearl i^e gave me, I do feePt, andsee't : 
And though 'tis wonder that enwraps me thus. 
Yet 'tis not madness. Where's Antonio, theif? 
I could not find him at the Elephant ; 
His counsel now might do me golden service ; 
For though my soul disputes well with my sense. 
That this may be some error, but no madness. 
Yet doth this accident of flood and fortune 
So far exceed all instance, all discourse. 
That J am ready to distrust my eyes. 
And wrangle with my reason, that persuades me 
To any other trust, but that I am mad. 
Or else the lady's mad. — But here she comes. 

Enter Olivia and a Friar, l. 

Oli. Blame not this haste of mine : if you mean well. 
Now go with me, and with this holy man, 
Into the chantry by : there, before him. 
And underneath that conseci^ated roo^ 
Plight me the full assurance of your faith, 
That my most jealous and too doubt^l soul 
May live at peace : he shall conceal it, 
Whiles you are willing it shall come to note ; 
What time we will our celebration keep 
According to my birth. — What do you say ? 

Seb. ril follow this good man, and go with you. 
And, having sworn truth, ever will be true. 

OIL Then lead the way, good father : [Exit Friar, L. 
And heavens so shine, 
That they may fairly note this act of mine ! [Exeunt, t, 

END OF ACT IV. . 
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ACT V. 

ScsRB I. — The Street before Olivia*s Bouse. 

Enter Clown and Fabian, r. 

Fah, Now, as thou lovest me, let me see bis letter. 
Chwn. Good master Fabian, grant me another request. 
Fab, Any thing. 

Clown. Do not desire to see this letter. 
Fab. That is, to give a dog, and, in recompense, desu'e 
liiy dog again. The Duke Orsino — [Exit, b. 

Enter Duke, Viola, and two CrentiemeH, l. 

Duke. Belong you to the lady Olivia, friend ? I know 
* thee well : how dost thou, my good fellow ? 

Clown. Truly, sir, the better for my foes, and the worse 
Ibr my friends. 

Duke. Just the contrary ; the better for thy friends. 

Clown. No, sir, the worse. 

Duke. How can that be 1 

Clown. Marry, sir, they praise me, and make an ass of 
me ; now my foes tell me plainly I am an ass ; so that by 
my foes, sir, I profit in the knowledge of myself; and by 
my friends I am abused : so that if your four negatives 
make yourlwo afErmatives, why, then, the woi-so for my 
friends, and the better for my foes ! 

Duke. Why, this is excellent! 

Clown. By my troth, sir, no ; though it please you to 
be one of my friends. 

Duke. Thou shalt not be the woi-se for me ; thei-e*s gold. 

Clovm. But that it would be double-dealing, sir, I 
would you could make it another. 

Duke. Oh, you give me ill counsel. 

Cloufn^ Put your grace in your pocltet, sir, for this once, 
and let your flesh and blood obey it. 

Duke» Well, I will be so much a sinner to be a double 
dealer :*-there'8 another. 

Clown, PrimOf secundo. — Tertio, is a good play; and 
the old saying is, the third pays for all 

Duke. You can fool no more money out of me at this 
r: if you will let yf>iir lady know I am hereto speak 
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with her, and bring her along with you, it may awake my 
bounty fbrther. 

Clown. Marry, sir, lullaby to your bounty till I come 
again : as you say, sir, let your bounty take a nap, I will 
wake it anon. [SxU^ B. 

Enter Antonio and the two Officers^ b. 

Vio. Here comes the man, sir, that did rescue me. 

DuJce. That face of his I do remember well ; 
Yet, when I saw it last, it was besmeared 
As black as Vulcan, in the smoke of war : 
A bawbling vessel was he captain of, 
For shallow draught, and bulk, unprizable ; 
With which such scathful grapple did he make 
With the most noble bottom oi our fleet, 
That very envy, and the tongue of loss, 
Cried fame and honour on him. — ^What's the matter? 

Ist Offi. This, please you, sir, is that Antonio 
That took the PhcBnuc, and her fraught, from Candy; 
And this is he that did the Tieer board. 
When your young nephew, Titus, lost his leg ; 
Here, in the streets, desperate of shame and state, 
In private brabble did we apprehend him. 

Vio. He did me kindness, sir ; drew on my side ; 
But, in conclusion, put strange speech upon me, 
I know not what 'twas, but mstraction. 

Duke. Notable pirate ! thou salt-water thief! 
What foohsh boldness brought thee to their mercies, 
Whom thou, in terms so bloody and so dear. 
Hast made thine enemies ? 

Ant. Orsino, noble sir. 
Be pleased that I shake off these names you give ma ; 
Antonio never vet was thief or pirate. 
Though, I conmss, on base and ground enough, 
Ondno's enemy. A witchcraft drew me hither 
That most ungrateful boy, there, by your side. 
From the rude sea's enraged and foamy mouth 
Did I redeem ; a wreck past hope he was : 
His life 1 gave him, and for his sake, too. 
Did I expose myself 
Into the danger of this adverse town ; 
Drew to deftnd him, when he was beset ; 
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Not meaning to partake with me in danger, 
Taught him to face m^ out of hia acqu^intano^t 
And graw a twenly-yeanB-rpmoved thing, 
While erne would wink ; denied me my own fmapf 
Which I had recommended to hia use 
Not half an hour before. 

VUf, How can this be 1 

Duke, When cam,e he to this town T 

Ant. To-day, my lord; and for three jQonth|( bi^&re. 
No interim, not a minute'/s yacjancy, 
Both day and night did we keep coiiapany. 

Duke. Here co^.ejs th,e Cou^i^ess ; now neaye^ yf^^ fx^ 
earth.— 
But fbr thee, fellow* IbUow, thy .words are madnejB^ : 
But more of that anon. — Tak^e him aside. 

[Antonio and Officers retire a liiUe^ 

Enter Olivia and two 8ervanes^from r. 

Oli, What would my lord, but that he may not havp» 
Wherein Olivia paay seem serviceable ? ' 
Cesario, you do not keep promise with mp. 

Vio. Madam ! 

Duke. Gracious Oliyia — 

Oli. What do you say, Cesario ? 

Vio. My lord would speak ; my duty hushes me. 

Oli* If it be aught to the old tun?, my lord, 
It is as harsh and fulsome to lojuie ear. 
As howling after jnusic. 

Duke. Still so cruel ? 

Oli. Still so constant, lord. 

Dn^. What ! %o p^etrverseueas ? you uncivil lady. 
To whose ingrate and unauspicious altai's 
My soul theikUbfuirst offerings hath breathed out, 
That e'er devotion tendered i-^i^-What shalll do ? * 

OH. Ey^ what it please my lord, that shall become 
bin?. 

Duke. Why ifepuld I not, had I the heart to do it, 
Like to the Egyptian thief, at powit of death, 
KiU what I love ? 
But hear me this : 
Live you, the mwW^-treasted tyrant, ^tiU : 
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Bat this your minion* hiIidbi, I see, you lo^re, 

And whom, by Heaven, I swear, I tender dearly. 

Him will I tear out of that cruel eye, 

Where h^ sitfs cro^s^n^d, in hia maeter'0 spite.— 

Come, boy, wiiii me ; my thoughts are ripe in mischief: 

I'll sacrifice the lamb |hat I do love, 

To spite a raven's heart within a dove. 

[Exeuni Duke Oftd GtntUmm^ b. 
, Fio. And I, most jocund, apt, and willingly. 

To do you rest, a thousand deaths wovdd £e. {Qamg. 

Pli. Where jgpes Ce^ario? 

Vio, After him I love, 
More than I love these eyes, more than my life ; 
If I do fe^gn, you witnesses above. 
Punish my 11^ for tainting of my love ! 

OIL Ah, me, forsaken ! how am I beguiled ! 

Via. Who does beguile yqu % who does do you Wrong? 

OU. Hast thou forgpt thyseM^ Is it so long? 
Can forth the holy father. \ExeHfU two oervanU^ B. 

Enter Duke, r. 

Duk^. \To Vida.] Come away. 

OU. whither, my lord I-— Cesario, liusband, stay I 

Vuke. Husband J 

Qlu Ay, husband; can he that deny ? 

Duke, Her husband, sirrah ? 

Via, Np, my lord, not I. 

OU, Fear not, Cesario, take thy fortunes up ; 
Be that thou know'st thou art, and then ^ou isrt 
As greiif as that jthou fear'st. 

tinier Friar and two Servants, R. 

Oil, welcome^ father ! — 
Father, I charge thee, by thy reverence. 
Here to unfold (though lately we intended 
To keep in darkness, what occasion now ' 
Reveals before 'tis ripe,) what thou dost kno^, 
Hath newly passed between this youth and me. 

Friar, A contract of eternal bond of love. 
Confirmed by mutual joinder of your hands, 
Sl^pgthenea by intercbangement of your rings ; 
And all the ceremony 
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Sealed in my ftmctioB, by my testimony : 
Since when, toward my zrwe, 
I have travelled but two hours. 

Duke. Oh, thou dissembling cub ! what wilt thou be 
When time hath sowed a grizzle on thy case 1 
Farewell, and take her : but direct thy feet, 
Where thou and I henceforth may never m^et. 

Vio, My lord, I do protest — 

on. Oh, do not swear ; 
Hold little faith, though thou hast too much fear. 

[Olivia sends avsay the Friary wu 

Enter Sib Andrew, l., crying^ with a broken head 

Sir An, Oh, oh ! — ^for the love of heaven, a surgeon !— 
send one presently to Sir Toby. 

Oli. What's the matter? 

Sir An. He has broke my head across, and has given 
Sir Toby a bloody coxcomb, too ! for the love of heaven, 
your help ! I had rather than forty pound I were at home. 

Oli. Who has done this, Sir Andrew 1 

Sir An. The duke's gentleman, one Cesario : we took 
him for a coward, but he's the very devil incardinate. 

Duke. My gentleman, Cesario 1 

Sir An. Od's lifelings, here he is ! — you broke mv head 
for nothing ; and that that I did, I was set on to do't by 
Sir Toby. 

Vto. Why do you speak to me t I never hurt you : 
You drew your sword upon me, without cause ; 
But I bespake you fair, and hurt you not. 

Sir An. If a bloody coxcomb be a hurt, you have hurt 
me ; I think you set nothing by a bloody coxcomb. 

Sir To. [ Without, l.] HoUa, Sir Andrew ! — ^where axe 
youl 

Sir An. Here comes Sir Toby, halting — ^you shall hear 
more : but if he had not been in drink, he would have 
tickled your Toby for you. 

Enter Sir Tobt, drunk, with his forehead hleedingf Ud hy 
the Clown, l. 

Duke. How now, gentleman ? how is't with you I 
Sir To. That's all one ; he has hurt me, and there's the 
end on't. — Sot, did'st see Dick surgeon, sot 1 
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Clown. Oh, he's drunk, Sir Toby, an hour agone. 
Sir To, Then he's a rogue, a drunken rogue — ^and I 
hate a drunken rogue. 

Enter Sebastian, behind, l. 

OU, Away with him ; who hath made this havoc with 
themi 

Sir An. Til help you, Sir Toby, because we'll be dress- 
ed together. 

Sir To. Will you help, an ass-head, and a coxcomb, 
And a knave ? a thin-faced knave, a gull ? 

OU. Get him to bed, and let his hurt be looked to. 

[Exeunt Sir Andrew, Sir Tohy, and Clown, l. 

Stb. \Advancei\ I am sorry, madam, I have hurt your 
kinsman ; 
But, had it been the brother of my blood, 
I must have done no less, with wit and safety. 

[Antonio, seeing Sebastian, comes forward. 
You throw a strange i*egard upon me, and 
By that I do perceive it hath offended you ; 
Pardon me, sweet one, even for the vows 
We made each other but so late ago. 

Duke. One face, one voice, one habit, and two persons ! 
A natural perspective, that is, and is not. 

Scb. Antonio, oh, my dear Antonio ! 
How have the houre racked and tortured me. 
Since I have lost thee. 

Ant. Sebastian, are you % 

Seb, Fearest thou that, Antonio ? 

Ant. How have you made division of yourself '^ 
An apple, cleft in two, is not more twin 
Than these two creatures. Which is Sebastian ? 

OU. Most wondei*ful ! 

Seb. [Sees Viola,] Do I stand there ? T never had a 
brother : 
I had a sister. 

Whom the blind waves and surges have devoured : — 
Of charity, [ To Viola,] what km are you to me ? 
What countryman 1 what name ? what parentage ? 

Vio. Of Messaline ; Sebastian was my father ; 
Such a Sebastian was my brother, too. 
So went he suited to his watery tomb : 
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If spirits can assume both form and suit, 
You comeltb fright us. 

Seh. Wei-e you a woman, as the rest goes even, 
I should my tears let fall upon your cheek; 
And say — Thrice welcome, drowned Viola ! 

Vio. If nothing lets to make us happy both, 
But this masculine usurped attire, 
Away with doubt :— ^ach other circumstance 
Of place, time, fortune, doth cohere, and iump. 
That I am Viola — ^vour sister Viola. [They emirace, 

Seb. [To Olivia] So comes it, lady, you have been 
mist!ook. 

Duke. If this be so, as yet the glass seems true, 
I shall have share ia^this most happy wreck ! — 
Boy, [ To Viola,] thou hast said to me a thousand timei, 
Thou never should' st love woman like to me. 

Via, And all those swearings keep as true in sou]. 
As doth that orb^d continent, the fire. 
That severs day from night. 

Duke. Give me thy hand ; 
And let me see thee in thy woman's weeds. 

Vio, The captain, that did bring me first on shore. 
Hath my maid's garments : he, upon some action, 
Is now m durance, at Malvolio's suit, 
A gentleman and follower of my lady's. 

on. He shall enlarge him : — ^fetch Malvolio hither: 
And yet, alas, now I remember me. 
They say, poor gentleman, he's much distract. 

Enter Clown, toith a letter^ and Fabiam, b. 8. ■• 

How does Malvolio, sirrah 1 

Clown. Truly, madam, he holds Belzebub at the stave's 
end, as well as a man in his case may do : he has here 
writ a letter to you : I should have given it to you to-day 
morning; but as a madman's epistles are no gospels, so it 
skills not much when they are delivered. 

on. Open it, and read it. 

Cloion, Look, then, to be well edified, when the fool de- 
livers the madman ! [!Reads,] ' By the Lord, madam/^- 

Oh. How now ! art thou mad 1 

Clown. No, madam, I do but read madness. 

Oli. [To FoBiiin.] Read it you, sirrah. 
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Fab. y^adsA * By the Lord, maclani, you wrong me, 
and the world snail know it : though you have put me in- 
to darkness, and given yourdininken cousin rule over me, 
yet have I the benefit of my senses as well as your lady- 
ship. I have your own letter, that induced me to the 
semblance I put on ; with the which 1 doubt not but to 
do myself much right, or you much shame. Think o^ 
me as you please. 1 leave my duty a little un thought o^ 
and speak out of my injury. 

* The madly-used MalvoHo.* 

Oli. Did he write this ? 

Cloum, Ay, madam. 

Duke, This savours not much of distraction. 

Oli. See him delivered, Fabian ; bring him hither. 

[Exit Fahian, r. 
My lord, so please you, these things further thought on. 
To think me as well a sister as a wife, 
One day shall crown the alliance on't, so please you, 
Here at my house. 

Uuke. Madam, I am most apt to embrace your offei'^-^ 
Your master quits you : [ To Viola.] and, for your service 

done him. 
Here is my hand ; you shall from this time be ' 

Your master's mistress. 

Enter Malvolio, with a letter^ and Fabian, r. s. s. 

Is this the madman ? 

Oli. Ay, my lord, this same : 
How now, Malvolio ? 

Mai. Mudam, you have done me wrong-* 
Notorious wrong. 

Oli. Have I, Malvolio ? 

Mai. Lady, you have. Pi-ay you, peruse that letter : 

[Grives Olivia the letter. 
You must not now deny it is your hand; — 
Write from it, if you can, in hand, or phrase. 
Or say, 'tis not your seal, nor your invention. 

Oli. Alas, Malvolio, this jb not my writing; 
Thoiigh, I confess, much like the cnaracter ; 
But, out of question, 'tis Maria's hand : 
And, now I do .bethink me, it was she 
First told me thou wast mad: 
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This practice hath most shrewdly passed upon thee : 
But, when we know the grounds and authors of it, 
Thou shalt be both the plaintiff and the judge 
Of thine own cause. 

Fab. Good madam^ hear me speak : 
I do confess. Sir Toby and myself 
Set this device against MalvoUo here, 
Upon some stubborn and uncouiteous parts 
We had conceived against him : Maria writ 
The letter, at Sir Toby's great importance ; 
In recompense whereof he hath manied her : 
How with a sportful malice it was followed. 
May rather pluck on laughter than revenge ; 
If that the injuries be justly weighed, 
That have on both sides passed. 

OH. Alas, poor fool ! how have they baiHed thee ! 

Fab. Malvolio! 

Cloion. Why — 'Some are bom great, some achieve 

freatness, and some have greatness thrust upon them/— 
was one, sir, in this interlude ; one Sir Topai?, sir : — 
' By the Lord, fool, I am not mad :' — But do you remem- 
ber ? * Madam, why laugh you at such a barf en rascal ? 
an' you smile not, he's gagged :' — ^And thus the whirligig 
of time biings in his revenges — ^Ha, ha, ha ! 
Fab. Ha, ha, ha ! 
Mai. I'll be revenged on the whole pack of you. 

on. He hath been most notoriously abused. 
Pursue him, and entreat him to a peace. 

[Exeunt Fabian and two Servants^ r. 

Duke. He hath not told us of the captain yet ; 
When that is known, and golden time convents, 
A solemn combination shall be made 

Of our dear souls : — ^Meantime, sweet sister , 

We vrill not part from hence.— Gro, officers ; , 

We do discharge you of your prisoner. 

[Exeunt Qficers, ■. I 

Antonio, thou hast well deserved our thanks : j 

Thy kind protection of Cesario's person, I 

AlUioagh thou knew'st not then for whom thou fougfat'st. 
Merits our favour : henceforth, be forgotten 
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All cause of anger : thou hast a noble spirit, 
And, as Sebastian's friend, be ever near him^— 
Cesario, come ; 

For so you shall be, while you are a man ; 
But, when in other habits you are seen, 
Orsino's mistress, and his fancy's queen. 

{The CUrumnngi.) 

When that I was a little tiny boy, 
With hey, ho, the wind and the ram, 

A foolish thing was bat a toy ; 
For the rain it raineth every day. 

But when I cfime to man's eatite, 

With hey, ho, the wind and the nfai, 
'GainBt knave and thieC men ihnt their fll0{ 
• For the rain it raineUi every day. 

Bat when I came, alas ! to wife. 
With hey, ho, the wind and the nio. 

By swaggering conld I never thrive; 
For tibto rain it raineth every day. 

Bnt when I came onto my bed, 
With hey, ho, the wind and the nifai« 

With toss-pots still had dronken head. 
For the rain it raineth every day. 

A graat while ago the world begun. 
With hey, ho, the wind and t£a rain. 

Bat that's all one, oar play is done, 
And well atriye to please yoa mnxf dqr* 
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